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Cleaning Up Emotional Rubble
 
   The morning after a drunken bender is always a painful time.  But when you’ve watched your wife getting drunkenly violated by an aggressive black stranger, it’s more complicated than just an everyday hangover.
 
    
 
   When I woke up the morning after, I was alone in bed.  Our bedroom window was open and a gentle summer breeze carried the sound of birds chirping in the yard.  But I just groaned and covered my head.  I felt nauseous and had a splitting headache of course, but my gut was roiling from jealousy just as much as from overindulging in wine the previous night.  I couldn’t believe that my wife could do that to me.  Have sex with another man right in front of me.  It was humiliating.  Granted, I did fuck our old friend Tara at the same time, but somehow that seemed like less of a betrayal to me.  Of course my wife would probably see things differently, so it was with some dread that I climbed painfully out of bed and padded toward the bathroom.
 
   After performing my morning ablutions, I followed the scent of fresh coffee and bacon to the kitchen where I was surprised to find our friends Tara and Greg sitting at the kitchen table with my wife, drinking coffee and eating eggs and bacon.
 
   “Oh, here you are, I made breakfast,” said Cindy and she actually jumped up to serve me, which was pretty unusual.
 
   “Uh, yeah, thanks,” I said.  “Good morning Greg, Tara.  Kind of surprised to see you here this morning.”
 
   “Well we are too wrecked to make it home last night,” said Tara.  She blushed and dropped her eyes to her plate.  She was avoiding eye contact with me.
 
   Greg on the other hand grinned at me openly and even gave me a little wink.  He was in a fine mood.  “Yep, pretty wild night, huh pal?”
 
   “Greg, please, let’s not get into this until Sidney has had his coffee at least,” said my wife as she laid out my breakfast plate and coffee mug.
 
   “Thanks honey,” I said, but Cindy avoided my gaze too.  My own wife of nearly twenty years was suddenly acting bashful around me.  It was a strange feeling.
 
   “Hee, hee, look at the women, totally chagrined about the debauchery last night,” laughed Greg.  He pointed at your wife with a piece of bacon hanging out of his mouth.
 
   “Stop it honey, don’t talk with your mouth full,” said Tara, pushing the errant bacon bit back into Greg’s maw and wiping his mouth with a napkin for him.
 
   “Yeah, yeah,” said Greg, slapping his wife’s thigh.  “You’re trying to play the good little wife in the light of day, but you didn’t hesitate to sit right down on Sidney’s stiff cock last night, did you?  You little slut!”  Greg was grinning ear to ear.
 
   Tara’s face turned beet red and she covered her face in embarrassment.  “I don’t know how I am ever going to live this down.”  I was sort of pleased to see the normally cocky Tara taken down a notch.  On the other hand, I was a bit disappointed that she was disavowing her behavior from last night.  I rather fancied another chance to bed her.  Greg certainly seemed open to it.
 
   “Quit teasing her, Greg, it’s too soon,” chided Cindy.  “No one holds that against, Tara.  We ALL acted inappropriately last night.”
 
   “Especially T when he ran off to fuck another bitch, leaving you in the lurch!” said Greg, poking my wife in the side with his index finger.  My wife cringed away from him and fended his finger away with her elbow.
 
   “Greg!  Watch your mouth!  Since when do you say the B-word?” gasped Tara, slapping her husband’s shoulder.
 
   “That WAS pretty horrible the way T treated me,” mumbled Cindy.
 
   “Typical bad boy,” sighed Tara.  “Love ‘em and leave ‘em.”
 
   “I know, can you BELIEVE he did that to me?” pouted my wife.
 
   “I feel sort of weird about how upset you are by that,” I admitted.  My head was pounding and I felt pricked by jealousy.  “I mean you are acting like you wanted him to be faithful to you or something.”
 
   Cindy put her face in her hands.  “I know, I know, it’s totally wrong, isn’t it?  But I thought we had something special between us.”
 
   “I think you fell for him the minute you laid eyes on him,” said Tara.
 
   “You knew you would be giving your pussy to him right then and there in the bar,” said Greg.
 
   “Jesus, Greg,” I exclaimed, taken aback by his language.
 
   “Don’t be crass, honey,” urged his wife.
 
   “I didn’t give him my pussy, Greg,” gasped my wife.  “Ugh, what a gross way to phrase it.”  Cindy kicked Greg under the table and he squawked in surprise.
 
   “Ah, no, he sort of TOOK you by force, didn’t he,” said Greg, rubbing his shin ruefully, but continuing to taunt my wife none the less.  “He climbed right on top of you and pushed his huge black alpha dick right inside you!”  Greg gripped his crotch as he talked and sweat was starting to bead up on his forehead.
 
   “My god, listen to you,” said Tara in surprise. “What a mouth you have this morning, Greg!”
 
   “Oh, please, you two harlots had no problem sucking and fucking other men last night but you are going to blame me for some salty language?” laughed Greg.
 
   Tara hid her eye with her hand.  “Technically, I didn’t actually suck Sidney last night,” she said.  Even I felt a bit awkward as my wife shot me a quick smirk before looking away again.
 
   “Oh, no,” said Greg, relishing the thought.  “But you spread your legs wide for him and stuck your cooch right in his face.  Hee, hee, that was awesome by the way.”
 
   “Oh my god,” said Tara putting her head down on the table.
 
   “Stop it, Greg,” said Cindy, rubbing her friend’s arm in consolation. “Don’t ride her like that.”
 
   “She was the one riding your husband’s dick last night,” commented Greg.  “But I guess that bought you some cover so you could fuck your alpha male without guilt.”  He sat there staring at the wives waiting for their reaction.
 
   There was an awkward silence for a moment.  Cindy bowed her head and peered down into her coffee.  Tara avoided looking at me.
 
   I thought about how good it felt last night to feel Tara’s tight vagina wrapped around the shaft of my penis and I started to get aroused.  It almost seemed like a fair trade, to let another man fuck my wife if I got to fuck Tara.  It was me that broke the silence.  “Shit Greg, you were egging her on.  You loved watching me, uh, with your wife,” I said.  I was going to say “dick your wife” but I chickened out.  I’m not alpha enough to pull THAT off.
 
   “That’s true, that’s true,” admitted Greg.  He resumed eating his eggs.  “I just want us to come out and put our cards on the table here.  Admit what’s really going on.”
 
   “What’s going on is that we got a little too drunk and acted out on some primal urges last night,” said Cindy.  She was being careful with her language.  “Sidney didn’t like being told he was a beta and he tried to prove that he is a real man by fucking your wife.  But we have been friends for so long, I think our relationship can withstand that.  I myself made the mistake of playing with fire by getting involved with a dominant male, and I learned my lesson.  I hope we can all just get back to normal now.”
 
   “Dominant male!” I said indignantly.  “I think I proved last night that I’m no beta.”
 
   “Ha, you are no match for T and you know it,” said my wife bitterly.  “And Tara had you wrapped around her little finger last night.  Who are you trying to kid?  Face it, Sidney.  You are a beta male.  But that’s what I want in a husband.  Look how quickly my alpha lover betrayed me.”
 
   “But, but,” I stammered.  I didn’t like where this was heading.
 
   “Settle, down, Sidney.  It’s OK to admit that you are a beta.  There is no shame in that,” said Tara.  She smiled tightly at me, trying to soothe my ego.
 
   “Sure, as long as we learn our place in the sexual hierarchy, everything will be just fine,” said Greg.  He actually seemed excited by this idea.
 
   “I’m just, not really comfortable being labelled as some sort of second tier male,” I said.  “It feels degrading.”
 
   “Not at all,” insisted Cindy.  “Why, you and Greg are perfectly loyal and trustworthy husbands.  Kind, considerate, loving…”
 
   “Wimps,” laughed Greg.  “Pussy whipped, in other words.”  The women were about to object, but Greg held up his hands to forestall debate.  “No, no, just kidding.  I’ve got no problem being  beta.  I know who I am and I’m comfortable with it.  It’s Sidney that needs to get his head around being a cuckold.”
 
   “Now Greg,” said Cindy.  She shifted uncomfortably in her seat.  “I don’t like that word.”
 
   “Cindy, a huge black man fucked you roughly on the couch with his massive dick until he exploded about a cup of semen inside you last night while your husband watched helplessly,” said Greg.  He really relished visualizing that, I could tell.  Even Cindy got a little hot and bothered as she thought back to it.  “Sid is a cuckold in spades!”
 
   “At least I got to fuck YOUR wife,” I replied hotly.  I didn’t like Greg questioning my manhood like that.
 
   “That’s true, that’s true.  She allowed you to have a little taste of her pussy, I admit.  It was pretty hot too.  But like Cindy said, Tara was running the show and you were her little bitch.” Greg smiled at me to take the edge off his rough words.
 
   I just hung my head in shame, because he was right, after all.
 
   “Look, this is all a lot to process,” said my wife.  “Let’s just drop the topic for now and revisit it another time.”
 
   And we did.  Somehow we just changed the topic back to the presidential election and Tara got to gloat over how well Trump was doing.  And I complained about the lack of good democratic options, and pretty soon things were sort of back to normal between us all.
 
   *              *              *
 
   
  
 

Intruder at the BBQ
 
   All the following week, things were rather chilly between Cindy and I.  We didn’t talk about the wild blowout, but there was less affection between us and we definitely didn’t have sex.  I just jerked off a lot fantasizing about sex with Tara and I assumed she was doing the same, fantasizing about Mr. T.  I also spent a lot of time reading “pick up artist” websites, looking for descriptions of alpha versus beta behavior and I had to admit that I fit the profile of a beta almost perfectly.  Always apologizing, always trying to get people to like me.  I was annoyed with myself.
 
   That following Friday, I had invited my boss David and his wife Amanda over for a barbeque at our house along with Greg and Tara.  David was a corporate version of the alpha male and he dominated our department with the smug ease of an ivy league jock.  When my own wife came out and admitted that she thought of me as a beta.  I started comparing my behavior to David’s and it just made me more depressed.  David always took up a lot of space, spoke slowly, cut me off in the middle of sentences.  He was the alpha alright and I found it annoying how close my own behavior matched the descriptions of betas that I was reading online.  But at the same time I always felt that David protected me during the little corporate skirmishes that sometimes occurred.  If someone from another department criticized me, he would always defend me.  
 
   In fact, we were discussing just such an incident at the barbeque in question.  Greg, David, and I were enjoying beers and tending the grill while our wives were inside getting changed into bathing suits so they could take a dip in the pool before dinner.
 
   “So anyway, thanks for sticking up for me when Ed from accounting got on my case,” I told David.
 
   “No problem, Sidney,” replied David.  “I always take care of my people.”
 
   Just then our wives came out.  Amanda was a real bombshell, ten years younger than the rest of us and she wore a pretty shockingly small bikini.  I had to work hard to keep from eyeballing her too obviously.  She was slimmer than Cindy, but her boobs were just as big, so we all figured they must be fake.  Tara wore a one-piece suit while Cindy came out in a more modest two piece than Amanda’s.  Both Tara and Cindy wore sarongs around their waists, but Amanda just boldly showed off her legs.
 
   “Hubba hubba,” said David, eyeing each of the wives in turn.  His gaze seemed to linger on Cindy’s big breast for a while and I started to feel a bit uncomfortable.
 
    “Quit ogling Cindy’s boobs, David!” squealed Amanda playfully.  “I’m getting jealous.”
 
   “Ha, ha, you caught me,” laughed David easily.  “Sorry about that, but they ARE pretty eye-catching.”
 
   Cindy lowered her gaze and blushed.  “I should have worn a cover up,” she murmured.
 
   “No, no, you like marvelous, darling,” insisted Amanda.
 
   The women were about to hop into the pool when we heard a shout from the gate at the side of the house.
 
   “Wazzup, people, where Cindy at?  T is here!” 
 
   I felt the blood drain from my face when I heard that brash voice.  “Oh god.”
 
   “Who is here?” asked David.  He seemed amused that some ghetto sounding person was trying to join our little party.
 
   “Oh, that’s just, um, a guy we met at the bar the other day,” said Cindy.  She was flustered but I couldn’t tell if she was embarrassed or excited that T was here.  Probably both.  “I better go tell him to come back another time.”
 
   “Well why not just invite him in?” asked Amanda naively.  “There are plenty of burgers to go around.”
 
   “Uh, I don’t think T is here for burgers,” said Greg, giving me a lewd wink.
 
   David noticed the wink and looked at me with a confused frown but I just shrugged, pleading ignorance.
 
   Cindy ran to the gate to greet T.  As soon as she opened it, he grabbed her in his arms and started kissing her.
 
   Amanda broke out laughing in amazement at the sight, but David frowned even more.
 
   Cindy was giggling as she kicked and struggled in T’s embrace.  “T! Stop it, stop it, we have guests here.”
 
   “I don’t care woman, I’m here for dat booty,” he said and then he bent down and started chewing on Cindy’s neck and she sighed with pleasure as he reached around and grasped her pale ass cheek in his huge black mitt.
 
   “Sidney, who IS this character molesting your wife like that?” asked David with disapproval.  From the look of disgust on his face, I suspected that David might be a little bit racist.
 
   “He sure seems to be taking liberties,” said Amanda, sizing up the tall black interloper with interest.  He was wearing a tank top that showed off his huge muscles and a pair of baggy basketball shorts that did little to hide his swelling manhood.  Amanda chewed her finger as she watched T giving my wife a hickey.
 
   “Stop it, T, you are going to leave a mark,” pleaded my wife as she struggled with her lover.  “And I told you, we have people over.  Try to restrain yourself.”  She finally wriggled free, and grabbed T by the hand so that she could lead him over to the group.
 
   “Wazzup, white people,” said T amicably.  He looked Amanda over with interest.  “Who dis hot shorty?”
 
   “I’m Amanda,” said David’s wife with a smile. She seemed flattered by T’s crude attention.  “And this is my husband David.  He works with Sidney.”
 
   “David’s my BOSS,” I told T irritably.  “And what are you doing here anyway?”
 
   “Damn son, why you got to be like that?” asked T with a shake of his head.  “I just came by to visit with Cindy.”  He wrapped an arm around my wife in a familiar way and she just snuggled up against him, right in front of David and his wife which I found really humiliating.
 
   “And what’s YOUR name, by the way?” asked Amanda with interest.  She didn’t seem shocked to see T handling my wife this way at all.
 
   “People call me T, baby,” said T.  He brazenly let his gaze run up and down Amanda’s sexy body in her tiny bikini.  “You lookin’ GOOD!”
 
   Amanda tittered and cast a quick glance at her husband who was very displeased.  “Why thank you, T.  You hear that, David?  Some men know how to compliment a woman when she looks nice.”
 
   David gritted his teeth and I could tell he was restraining himself from saying something snappish.  But then I saw him exert self-control and he relaxed his expression.  “So I see, so I see,” he said tightly.
 
   T looked over at David with a judicious pout.  “I’m just fraternizing, playa,” said T.  He held out a fist toward David offering a fist bump.  “Just fraternizing, I don’t mean nothing by it.”
 
   David bumped T’s fist curtly, a look of mild disgust still on his face.  But T accepted the bump and smiled broadly.  He turned back to my wife and and tried to embrace her.  “I came here for Cindy.”
 
   “Oh no you don’t,” said my wife, remembering that she should be mad at T.  “You never called me after the last time we, uh, saw each other.”  She cast a worried glance at David and Amanda.  “You can’t just swoop in here and act like, like nothing happened or something.”
 
   Amanda arched a brow at Tara who just smiled knowingly back at her.  David narrowed his eyes at me but I just pulled at my collar awkwardly.  How does you explain to your boss that some alpha black man has fucked your wife and is back for more.
 
   “I'm into having SEX, I ain't into making LOVE,” said T, reciting some sort of rap song.  “So come give me a HUG if you into getting RUBBED.”  He reached out for my wife, but she just laughed and dodged away from him.
 
   “Sidney, what the hell is going on here?” asked David under his breathe.
 
   “I just, um, it’s hard to explain,” I said.  I could feel my face growing flushed as we watched T chasing my wife around the back yard, both of them laughing merrily.
 
   “Looks like Sidney and Cindy have some kind of interesting arrangement,” said Amanda with a twinkle in her eye.
 
   “You don’t know the half of it,” murmured Tara, giving me a wink.
 
   T nearly caught my wife, but she cut back and dashed through the gate and ran down the side of the house toward the front yard.  T pounded after her in hot pursuit.  Greg, Tara, Amanda, David, and I all stood there looking at each other for a moment.  We heard Cindy scream wildly from the front yard and then heard both her and T braying with laughter.
 
   “Well I don’t know about you guys, but I want to see what happens if he catches her,” said Amanda and she grabbed her drink and went high stepping across the lawn toward the gate.
 
   David scratched his lip and looked at me with something like pity.  “Is this a common occurrence, Sid?” he asked quietly.
 
   “Not yet,” I admitted.
 
   “I want to watch too,” admitted Greg and he and his wife scurried out of the yard.
 
   “What are we going to see if we go out front, Sid?” David asked me carefully.
 
   “I don’t want to know,” I admitted.  “But we better go see anyway.”  So I followed David out of the back yard with a growing sense of dread and embarrassment.  It was so horrible to see my wife carrying on with her lover right in front of my boss and his wife.  I planned on giving her a stern talking to when this was all over.
 
   When we got out front, we found T on top of my wife.  He had her pinned down in the middle of the front yard.  The gang of local teenage boys who hung around the neighborhood were all gathered on the sidewalk watching with interest.  They were all around 16 or 17 years old so they were definitely old enough to detect the sexual overtones of a strange man wrestling with my wife.  And they were clearly aroused by the sight. David I joined Amanda, Tara and Greg, and we stood by the gate at the side of the house as we watched my wife and her boyfriend carrying on.
 
   “Um, Cindy, this isn’t really appropriate,” I called to my wife.
 
   “I know, honey, I know,” called Cindy. “I tried to get T to at least carry me inside, but he refused.  He’s so INSISTENT,”  she was wriggling underneath him as T nuzzled her neck and blatantly squeezed her boobs.
 
   “Sidney, are you just going to stand here and let that man grope your wife like that?” demanded my boss.  I could tell that his alpha nature was activated and he wanted to run out there and defend my wife himself, but he understood that this was my role to play.  I think he knew I wasn’t fully up to the task, though.
 
   “Hey Mr. Leibowitz!  Who’s that guy going to town on Mrs. L?” called one of the boys.  I think his name was Johnny.
 
   I steeled my resolve and I walked over to where T was slurping on my wife’s neck while he pinched a nipple through her bikini top.  Cindy was whimpering with pleasure at this point and had ceased struggling with T, instead she embraced his broad shoulders.
 
   “Uh, T, you can’t just violate my wife in the front yard like this.  Everyone is watching,” I whined.  I realized that I didn’t sound very authoritative.
 
   “Just take it easy, son, don’t get all bent out of shape,” T told me as he pulled Cindy’s sarong off and tossed it aside.
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked in dismay.  My stomach roiled as I sensed what T was about to do next.
 
   “Nothing, cuz, nothing, don’t worry about it,” insisted T smoothly.  He pulled Cindy’s bikini bottom to the side, exposing her vulva and making her gasp in surprise.
 
   “Oh, T, I don’t think you should do that here, let’s go inside first,” she panted.
 
   “Shh, baby, shh, just let T do his thing,” he told her soothingly.
 
   I watched in horror as T pulled the front of his shorts down, releasing his stiff black erection.  He covered my wife with his body and I could see the bulbous head of his prick enter my wife’s vagina making her cry out in pleasure.
 
   “Hey, stop that!” I stammered nervously.  A part of me felt that I should grab this guy and yank him off of my wife, but another part of me felt passive.  I must be somewhat beta because I just stood there impotently, watching this alpha taking ownership of my wife, but unable to get up the nerve to intervene.  To be honest, I was a little afraid that he would either beat me up or my wife would yell at me for interfering.
 
   “Sorry about this honey,” gasped my wife looking me in the eye guiltily as T sank his shaft deeper inside.  “Oh god you are big.”
 
   Amanda appeared by my side at that moment, her eyes wide as she watched T’s thick black cock penetrating my wife. “Ohh, this is kinky!” she whispered to me.
 
   “You like this, baby?” T asked Amanda, pulling his huge cock out of CIndy for a moment to show my boss's wife.  His swollen penis was black as night and slick with my woman’s juices.  “I can give you some later.”
 
   “Yummy,” murmured Amanda, licking her lips lasciviously.
 
   “Jeez Amanda!” I gasped in shock.
 
   I was going to chide Amanda for egging T on, but then my wife grunted loudly as T plunged his stiff erection back into her and I was distracted. 
 
   T hadn’t pulled his shorts all the way down, so his ass wasn’t hanging out, and he was covering my wife with his body as he pumped up and down.  But it didn’t take a genius to figure out what was going on.  The teenaged boys watching from the sidewalk hooted and punched each other out of excitement.
 
   “Hey, what’s that guy doing to you, Mrs. L?” called Johnny.
 
   “Nothing, Johnny, we are just horsing around,” yelped my wife.  “You run along and play with your pals now.”
 
   “Why go play ball when we can watch YOU getting balled, Mrs. L?” shrieked Johnny.  His friends exploded with cackling hilarity at their friend’s rude joke.
 
   I had half a mind to go chase these kids away when my boss David strode up.
 
   “Good GOD, Lebowitz, this hooligan is humping your wife on the front lawn!  Are you just going to stand there watching like an imbecile?” demanded David with disgust.
 
   “Relax, playa, we just talking,” said T, turning his head to give David a winning smile as his pelvis kept thrusting up and down, forcefully driving his dick in and out of my wife’s cunt.
 
   “It does seem like a fascinating conversation,” said Amanda, biting her pinky as she watched.
 
   “You aren’t going to watch this depravity, you are enjoying it too much for my taste, woman,” said David sternly.  He grabbed his wife’s arm and hustled her away, dragging her back to where Greg and Tara were watching from about 30 feet away.
 
   “But I was enjoying the show!” yelped Amanda while the kids laughed and pointed.
 
   “What the hell are you kids shouting about out here?” called my neighbor Barney.  He came out into his yard and stopped dead in his tracks when he saw the strange black man on top of my wife, humping away.  “Holy shit! What’s going on, Sidney?  Who’s that guy on top of Cindy?”
 
   “Um, it’s kind of hard to explain,” I started to say.
 
   “OhGodOhGodOhGod,” yelled my wife and she shuddered as she climaxed.  But T never stopped his rhythmic pounding and the boys went wild.
 
   ‘She CAME, holy fuck, she CAME!” shouted Johnny.
 
   “You boys get out of here before I call your parents!” shouted Barney.  “This isn’t for you to see!”
 
   “She’s doing it right in the front yard, Mr. H!” complained Johnny.
 
   “Ima bout ready,” groaned T, and he sank himself into Cindy right up to the hilt.  Sad beta that I am, I saw him balls deep, ready to cum inside my wife, but still I said nothing.
 
   “No, no, T, I’m not on the pill or anything,” panted Cindy.  “Pull out!”
 
   “Aww shit, you better suck this bitch,” he complained.  He pulled out of my wife and got up on his knees. 
 
   My wife sat up quickly and the big black man jammed his cock right into my wife’s waiting mouth.  Barney’s eyes nearly popped out of his head as Cindy’s head bobbed up and down, servicing T’s ebony knob.  She jerked his shaft with one hand and tickled his nuts with the other and it didn’t take long for him to spurt his load in her mouth.  My wife choked slightly on his ejaculate and he pulled out to spray his seed all over her face and chest while she smiled up at him with adoration.
 
   “Aww yeah, that’s right baby,” said T with satisfaction.  And he slapped my wife in the face playfully his deflating dong before tucking it away.  Cock properly stowed, T jumped to his feet and turned to leave.  “See ya!” he called over his shoulder.
 
   “See, I knew he would be like that,” my wife told me plaintively.  “He just comes and uses me and thens runs off for the next conquest.”
 
   “What, do you want me to console you or something?” I asked in a high pitched voice.
 
   “We can see your cooch, Mrs. L!” shouted Johnny.  He and his buddies were beside themselves with adolescent arousal. 
 
   “My goodness, Johnny, you boys sure are cheeky monkeys,” laughed my wife, covering her crotch with one hand.  “Hand me my sarong, dear,” she asked me casually.  “You boys run home now before I tell your mothers what you have been saying,” she shouted as I tossed her her sarong.
 
   “You better wipe the cum off your face before you talk to her,” said Johnny boldly, but then he lost his nerve and he and his pals dashed away, shouting and laughing as they ran.
 
   Cindy dabbed a spot of semen from her cheek with a finger.  “Oops, you better go entertain our guests while I get cleaned up,” she told me.  Then she sucked the cum from her finger.
 
   “Ugh, gross,” I told her with annoyance.
 
   “Ha, don’t be so squeamish.  I swallowed more than that when he came in my mouth.  The first spurt nearly choked me,” said my wife with a devilish grin.  Then she dashed off the to house to get cleaned up.
 
   “Too much information,” I yelled, but she just laughed lightly in response as the screen door clanked shut behind her.
 
   Barney was striding toward me across the lawn with a strangely urgent expression on his face.  I tried to wave him off, but he just kept coming.
 
   “What in holy hell is going on around here, Sid?” he demanded. “Since when does your wife fuck huge strange black men in the front yard? The neighborhood is going to be scandalized!”
 
   “Please, Barney, I’ve got a lot to deal with. I don’t have time for this right now,” I said absently as I scurried back to where Greg, Tara, David and Amanda were standing, by the gate.
 
   But Barney just tagged along as I went.  “Who WAS that guy, Sidney?” he insisted.
 
   My barbeque guests were in the middle of a lively discussion when I joined them.  Everyone was laughing and happy except David who appeared dour.
 
   “Here’s Sidney now,” said David, grabbing me by the arm and shaking me slightly.  “Sid!  What’s gotten into you?  If some guy tried to do that to MY wife, I would have dragged him off of her and beaten the daylights out of him.”
 
   “I better make sure you aren’t around when we do it then,” murmured Amanda into her drink.
 
   “What?!” shouted David.
 
   “Nothing, nothing,” said Amanda, suppressing a smile.
 
   “Look, David, of COURSE you would have started a fistfight with T.  You are another big alpha male yourself.  But poor Sidney here is just a weak little beta and he can’t get up the gumption to stand up to a real man like T,” said Tara.  She gave me a slightly sarcastic sneer, but instead of being humiliated, it made me slightly aroused because she spread her legs slightly  as she said it and I was reminded of the way she offered me her pussy to eat the previous week.
 
   David looked at me with compassion.  “Oh heck.  Is that how you feel, buddy?  Like you are just a beta male?”
 
   “N-no,” I stuttered.  “I mean, I don’t know.  Maybe?”  I could feel my face growing hot.  “Um can we just go in the back yard and discuss this?”
 
   “Yeah, let’s go,” said Barney, inviting himself along.  “You know, buddy, I always thought of you as sort of a soft one, but I didn’t think you would sink to this.  Not even able to defend your own wife?”
 
   “Butt out, Barney,” I snapped.  “Who asked you?”
 
   “Look, Sid,” said David.  “We can get you assertiveness training.  These labels like alpha and beta are all a distraction.  The truth is that confidence can be learned.  It’s not just an innate trait.”
 
   “Ha!  Easy for you to say, Mr. Ivy League big shot,” said Tara with a laugh.
 
   “No, no, Tara,” said Amanda, taking me by the arm amicably.  “David is right.  Sure, Sidney might be naturally submissive, but he can learn to be more confident.  I think he has what it takes.”
 
   “Yeah, Tara, you know that Sidney can show some backbone now and then.  He gave you quite a HARD time last week, remember?” chortled Greg lewdly, poking his wife in the ribs.
 
   Tara blushed and said nothing.  She just avoided my gaze and took a drink of wine.
 
   “Gosh, I’m really sorry about all this, folks,” said my wife, coming out into the backyard to join the party. She had washed her face and put on a lace cover up over her bikini.  Her skin was absolutely glowing from the sex and orgasm that she had just experienced.  “Oh, hello Barney.  Want a drink?”
 
   “Yes, I’ll have a drink,” he said.  “And an explanation of what just went on out there in the front yard just now.”
 
   “Oh, I think you know what happened out there,” laughed Amanda.
 
   “You see, Barney, when a man and woman really like each a lot,” began Tara condescendingly.  
 
   “I don’t need the birds and bees talk,” complained Barney taking the glass of wine that Cindy handed him.  “I need the ‘How are you guys ever going to live this down?’ talk.  You know this neighborhood.  You are going to be pariahs when this gets around.”
 
   “Oh, let the gossips talk,” sighed Cindy.  “I’m not the FIRST bored housewife to fool around on her husband on this block.  Jose the landscaper has been servicing bushes both inside and outside the area homes, if you know what I mean.”
 
   “Jose?” gulped Barney.  “We use Jose for our lawn.  Martha insists on him even though he charges more.”  He looked at me with fear in his eyes, but I just shrugged.  I didn’t know anything about it first hand, but Cindy had been making little jokes about what a thorough job Jose was doing for Martha lately.
 
   Cindy just made a key turning motion at her lips, locking her mouth up and saying nothing more.
 
   “Oh, boy, oh boy,” said Barney nervously and he put down his drink and wandered off back to his house.  “Martha!” he called shrilly.
 
   “Hee hee, I hope Martha doesn’t get too mad at me,” giggled Cindy.
 
   “At least you got rid of him,” I said.
 
   “Oh, and by the way, can I get T’s number?” asked Amanda with a sly grin.  “I feel that I should sit him down and scold him for being such a homewrecker.”
 
   “Don’t you dare,” threatened David.
 
   “Come on folks, the burgers are well done, but they are still edible,” said Greg, pulling the charred patties off the grill.  “They got neglected with all the sexual exhibitionism going on.”
 
   “Are we really going to just carry on with the barbeque as though nothing happened?” I asked.  “I mean that was sort of an embarrassing episode.  I feel like I need to process it.”
 
   “What better way to process it than with your friends?” asked Amanda, giving me a hug.  Her big boobs pressed against my chest and I could feel myself growing hard in response.  Amanda seemed to notice the reaction in my shorts and pressed herself against me, prolonging the hug a bit too long.
 
   “Heh, if Sid wasn’t such a beta, I would be a little worried about that full body hug, there, Amanda,” said David with a twisted grin.
 
   “Oh, don’t worry about him,” she purred, grinding her crotch against my boner.  “He hasn’t learned any assertiveness YET!”
 
   “Uh huh,” said David, eyeing his wife skeptically.
 
   When Amanda pulled away, her face was flushed with excitement and I had to cover my erection with my hand.
 
   “But look, it seems terrible to fuck other men in front of your husband like that and not let him have any fun on the side,” said Amanda to Cindy, sitting down next to me at the picnic table as we dug into our burgers.
 
   “Yes, well, I think Tara is going to help us out to even the score,” said Cindy, giving Tara a little smile.
 
   “I think something can be arranged,” agreed Tara.  She examined her fingernails.
 
   “You guys are so amazingly KINKY!” shouted Amanda, grabbing my boner through my shorts under the table.  “I love it!”
 
   David, sitting at the opposite corner of table, somehow didn’t notice the blood draining from my face as his wife fingered my rod under the table.  My pulse was pounding in my ears and my pits were soaked with sweat, but Amanda looked entirely cool and collected as she surreptitiously squeezed and kneaded my boner, making it harder and harder.
 
   “Are you saying that you and Sidney are going to… what?” David asked Tara.  He was clearly intrigued.  “But wait, Tara and Greg, aren’t you two married?”
 
   “Yes, of course, but what’s a bit of wife sharing between friends?” asked Greg, winking at David.
 
   “Oh, I agree, I agree,” said Amanda enthusiastically and I nearly fainted as she unzipped my fly quietly and started jerking my dick in earnest.
 
   If David caught wind of this I would be in so much trouble.  First of all, he would kick my ass, and more importantly, I would be out of a job.  But Amanda tugged my weiner under the table, unseen by all, with a completely placidly expression on her face.  She was as cool as a cucumber.
 
   “Quiet you,” said David to his wife.  “I’m not sharing you with anyone!”
 
   “Of course not, dear,” she said, blowing him a kiss across the table as she gave my johnson a particularly dramatic tug.  I nearly gagged on my burger, but no one noticed.
 
   “So how does this work, exactly?” asked Amanda with a straight face.  “Cindy fucks huge black men like T and then Tara agrees to have sex with Sidney?”
 
   “She likes to play dominatrix with him,” giggled Cindy.  “And Greg likes to watch.”
 
   “I’m a pervert,” admitted Greg happily.
 
   “Fascinating,” said Amanda as she jerked madly on my dick.  I was on the verge of ejaculation and I put my hands on the table.
 
   “Sid, you don’t look too hot, are you OK?” asked my boss with concern.
 
   “Yeah, I wouldn’t think the idea of bedding Tara again would upset you,” teased my wife.  “But you do look pale.”
 
   “Oh, excuse, me, I dropped my fork,” said Amanda and she bent down under the table and put my dick in her mouth and started sucking it.  She must have felt my pre-ejaculate and knew I was ready, because once I felt that hot wet suction on my cock, I exploded immediately, cuming into her mouth.  My eyes rolled back in my head and Tara laughed out loud at my expression as I emptied my load right down my boss’s wife’s throat.  And she sucked every drop out before popping back up.
 
   “Yes, you DO, look unwell,” said Amanda, licking her lips as she grabbed a napkin and patted the sweat on my forehead.
 
   I reached down and rapidly re-fastened my pants before responding.  “Uh, no, no, I’ll be fine.  I was just picturing, um…”
 
   “What were you picturing?” goaded Greg.  “Just how tight my wife’s pussy felt when you fucked her?”  Sweat was beading on his brow as well.
 
   “Gregory!” gasped Tara.  “Are you drunk?  Watch your language in front of guests!”
 
   “Oh, I don’t mind some saucy language,” said Amanda.  She had swallowed my sauce after all I thought,  and I laughed to myself.
 
   “You people are certainly something,” said David, shaking his head.  He took a bite of his hamburger and wore a frown of disapproval.
 
   “Oh don’t be such a fuddy-duddy, David,” said his wife.  “I think Sidney and his friends are FUN!”
 
   “Why thank you, Amanda,” I said with feeling.
 
   “Oh, you are WELCOME,” she said giving me a smoldering glance.  “ANY time!”
 
   Tara noticed the electrical charge passing between us and gave me a knowing smirk.
 
   “Sidney is a beta, but he is sort of an interesting beta, don’t you think?” Tara asked Amanda.
 
   “Oh, yes, I think there is some hope for him yet.  He just needs a strong woman to teach him to stand up for himself.”
 
   “Well, I like to think of myself as a strong woman,” said Cindy.  I could tell she was getting a little miffed at the attention I was getting.
 
   “Well of course you are darling,” said Amanda with condescension.  “But apparently you don’t mind letting Tara lend a hand, do you?” 
 
   “Especially if it buys your cover to fuck your big black boyfriend, right?” teased Greg.
 
   “Um, true,” admitted my wife.
 
   “So it’s settled then, Tara and Sidney will be going on a date!” said Greg.
 
   “Jeez, Greg, you seem so excited,” marvelled Amanda.
 
   “I can’t believe you fellows are so lackadaisical about your wives having sex with other men,” said David.  “Why I would smash the hell out of any man that dared lay a hand on my woman.”  And he pounded his fist on the table for emphasis which nearly made me jump out of my seat.  I pictured that strong fist of his smashing my face if he had just looked under the table just a minute ago and seen his wife sucking my dick.  I felt sick to my stomach.  I wouldn’t have felt bad if my own wife had seen it. In fact, I would feel satisfied about THAT.  But what Amanda did was incredibly dangerous and I almost resented her for putting me at such risk.  ALMOST.  I mean it did feel pretty amazing when she sucked the cum out of my cock.
 
   “We know, David, we know,” said Amanda, reaching across the table to touch her husband’s arm. “You already told us about the pounding and the smashing.”  As she did so, she grabbed my hand and stuck it in her crotch under the table.  Her pussy felt hot and damp, but I jerked my hand away.  I wasn’t about to play with fire any more that day.
 
    
 
   To be continued in Beta Husband Blues Book Three  - “Butch Date”
 
    
 
   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
 
    
 
    
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





