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 Introduction 
 
    People seem to like box sets.  My Wives Cheating, Husbands Watching Vol.1-5 set is one of my more popular titles.  So I have gone ahead and collected all the novellas published as standalone titles over the past few years into this box set. 
 
    Beta Husband Blues Books One and Two is about a beta cuckold in denial and was intended to be a series, but it didn’t sell very well, so I dropped the idea.  But I like the story myself.  We all should embrace our inner weakling from time to time.  I expect any of us would find their wife stripping for cholos under an overpass to be an exhilarating experience.   
 
    I was also going to do a whole series about social justice and cuckoldry.  But I don’t think cuckold fiction fans are informed enough about modern SJW political theory to appreciate that stuff.  Hard Times, Hot Wife was a fairly well liked tale when I first published it about a wife getting into porn to make some extra money.  Hot Wife, Humiliated Husband is a deep tale of blatant adultery that takes some dark turns, but overall is a cheerful romp.  At least I think so. 
 
    I hope you enjoy. 
 
      
 
    Cheerio, 
 
    GJ
Helsinki, 2016 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Beta Husband Blues 
 
    By Gustav Jorgenson 
 
    Copyright 2016, Gustav Jorgenson 
 
    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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    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. 
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    My wife Claire got into a minor accident one day and dented the fender of our Honda and I decided to search around and try to find the cheapest body shop around.  The best deal I found was at a place down by the Colosseum.  I knew it was a rough neighborhood, so I offered to take the car in to be fixed myself, but Claire wouldn’t hear of it. 
 
    “Let’s go down together, it will be fun!  We’ve never explored that part of the city,” she said. 
 
    “Ha, the reason we never go down there is because it’s dangerous.  The crime rate is very high you know.  We could get mugged,” I said. 
 
    “Why do you always act like such a wimp?” she complained.  “What are you afraid of?  Where’s your sense of adventure?” 
 
    I hated it when she questioned my manhood, and I was determined to prove to her that I wasn’t afraid.  “Alright, alright, I’m not afraid of some lower class people.  I will go with you.  We can drop off the car and get lunch at some local place.” I said. 
 
    My wife Claire was a pale skinned Scottish beauty with large breasts and an ego to match.  She was very proud of her body and liked to show it off.  She would always just laugh it off when I complained about the way strange men would leer at her.   And I would always acquiesce because my wife had a terrible temper and I didn’t like to cross her.  But when she picked a tiny half-shirt and short, skin tight skirt to wear to the ghetto, I tried to object. 
 
    “Claire, come on,” I complained, eyeing the white smooth skin of my wife’s exposed navel.  “You can’t dress like that in a rough part of town.  You might get attention from the wrong sort of fellows.” 
 
    “I don’t  know what you are talking about?” she sniffed.  She carried on primping her red hair in the mirror. 
 
    “You know, you might get the ruffians worked up by showing off your body like that,” I said.  I looked her up and down, admiring her shapely figure. 
 
    “You are such a scaredy cat,” she hissed.  “So what if some guys look at my body?  Should I dress like a nun?  Is that what you want?”  she started to raise her voice in that way she did when she was getting angry so I quickly moved to calm her. 
 
    “Nevermind, nevermind, let’s go, dear,” I said, making a soothing motion with my hands.  “God forbid I tell you how to dress.” 
 
    So we headed down to Rico’s Auto Body in darkest Oakland.  I got more and more nervous as we drove by block after blighted block with gangs of black teenagers hanging out on every corner.  Even Claire was silent as we passed the decrepit buildings and closed up storefronts, and I suspected that she was regretting her decision to come along on this little outing.    
 
    Things got weird the minute we pulled into the parking lot of Rico’s.  A gang of mexican teenagers were gathered on the sidewalk in front of the entrance and they wouldn’t move when I tried to pull in.  They just stood there milling around, some glanced over at our car, but most just kept their backs turned to us. 
 
    “Look at these rude boys,” steamed Claire. “Honk the horn, Sherman.” 
 
    “Uh, I don’t know know,” I said hesitantly, noting the jailhouse tattoos on the faces of several of the cholos. 
 
    “Ugh, why are you SUCH a coward sometimes?” huffed Claire.  She rolled down her windows and shouted at the boys, who seemed mostly in their late teens and early twenties.  “Hel-lo!  We are trying to get through here, can you please move?” 
 
    A couple of the young thugs broke away from the group and came over to Claire’s side of the car as I shrunk down in my seat. I have to admit, I was shaking with fear.  These guys looked really rough. 
 
    “Oh, shit, sorry, pretty lady,” said one guy, leaning in the window and imputently staring at my wife’s jutting bosom.  “I didn’t know you were stacked like that.”  He had a gold tooth and teardrops tattooed on his face.  His breath smelled like alcohol and he made me nervous. 
 
    “Holy shit, bitch is fucking stacked yo,” laughed one of his friends and he waved the gang closer so they all could see.  Pretty soon, our car was surrounded by young mexican guys trying to get a look at my wife’s chest. 
 
    “Jeez, you boys act like you’ve never seen breasts before,” chuckled Claire, blushing slightly.  But there was a glint in her eye, and I could tell that the little vixen was loving the attention as usual. 
 
    As the thugs crowded around the sides of the car, I realized that the way forward was clear, so I just pulled forward and drove right into the garage. 
 
    A big black man in greasy coveralls came out and noticed the gangbangers gathered in front of the shop. 
 
    “Hey now, I done TOLD y’all.  You can’t be messing with my customers like dat,” he shouted belligerently.  “Get back on yo side of the street. Don’t make me call Chuy!  He’ll set you straight.” 
 
    To my surprise, the cholos beat a hasty retreat, jaywalking straight across the street and making cars screech to a halt as they passed. 
 
    “Sorry, folks, now how can I help you?” said the big mechanic, bending down to peer into the window.  He noticed my wife’s chest and his mouth fell open. “Damn!” he blurted. 
 
    My wife grinned at him fetchingly.  “I’m sorry, is there a problem?” she asked, touching her chest lightly and looking him in the eye. 
 
    “Oh, hell no,” he laughed.  “Nothing wrong with those at all!”  He licked his lips lewdly as he eyed my wife’s cleavage. 
 
    “Uh, I called earlier about the dented fender,” I interjected sullenly. 
 
    “Oh, right, right, sorry man, didn’t mean to check out your wife’s rack like that,” apologized the mechanic as he stepped away from the car. 
 
    Claire and I got out of the car and she came around to join me on my side.  His eyes were fixed on her body the whole time, running down from her chest, across her exposed belly to her swaying hips. 
 
    “She DO got a hot body though,” he muttered to himself. 
 
    “Um, I can hear you.  I’m standing right here,” laughed my wife.  She put her hand on her hips and bent one leg at the knee to show off her well formed calves. 
 
    “That’s fine, that’s fine.  You know you got it going on, baby,” he told her easily.  He put his hands into the pockets of his coveralls where a bulge was forming. 
 
    “Can you look at the car please and give us an estimate,” I said.  I felt annoyed at my wife for flirting like this. 
 
    “Oh sure, buddy, sure,” he said.  He walked over and looked at the damage, wrestling with the boner in his pocket.  “Yeah, yeah, this just the fender.  We got a replacement coming from the junkyard.  I called ahead when you told me you were coming.  It’ll only take a couple of hours.  You wanna wait in the lounge?”  He gestured toward a couple of filthy chairs, their stuffing coming out at the seams, which were lined up under a metal awning along the front of the garage.  It didn’t look like much of a lounge to me. 
 
    My wife wrinkled her nose in disgust.  “We wanted to go grab lunch actually,” she said.  “Do you know a good place around here?” 
 
    The mechanic just stared directly at my wife’s breasts as he answered.  “Oh, uh, there’s not really much down here in this neighborhood,” he said scratching his chin.  “Well there’s a taco truck that parks under the freeway overpass.” 
 
    “Tacos?  I love tacos!” exclaimed Claire.  She turned to me excitedly. “Come on Sherman, let’s go.  It will be fun, we will really be roughing it.  I don’t think I’ve ever eaten at a taco truck.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said skeptically.  I waved halfheartedly to the mechanic as my wife dragged me away and I noticed with annoyance that his attention was focused on her rump in her tight skirt as she sashayed along.   
 
    “This is a pretty dismal neighborhood, but it will just make us appreciate where WE live all the more,” babbled my wife as we stepped over piles of garbage strewn on the sidewalk.   
 
    A McDonald’s wrapper somehow got stuck to my shoe and when I paused to remove it, I noticed that a group a four cholos had broken off from the main gang and was following us at a distance. 
 
    “Honey, don’t look now, but we are being followed,” I said, pulling out my phone and wondering if I should dial 911 yet or wait. 
 
    Claire looked back over her shoulder nonchalantly.  “Oh stop being such a baby.  Those boys are harmless.  They just like my boobs.”  She gave them a friendly wave and the thugs all smiled and waved back enthusiastically, picking up the pace so that they could catch up with us. 
 
    “Uh, come on, come on, let’s get to the taco truck,” I urged my wife, grabbing her by the elbow and hurrying her along.  She stumbled a bit in her high heels, but quickly regained her footing and strode along. 
 
    “My goodness, no need to piss yourself, they are just boys,” she scoffed. 
 
    We crossed an abandoned lot strewn with discarded tires and came to the taco truck.  It was parked against a graffiti covered wall under the freeway.  This graffiti was not artistic urban art, mind you, just the crudest tags of barely legible gang names.  Cars and truck were whizzing by far overhead, but there was no traffic on the deserted access road we stood on.  My stomach dropped when I realized that the taco truck was closed.  A heavy metal shutter was pulled down over the serving window. 
 
    “Aw, you ain’t tryin’ to get tacos, are ya?” called the same fellow who poked his head into our window earlier.  He seemed like the leader of the bunch.  “They closed on Tuesdays.  Go figure.  Good tacos though, you should come back tomorrow.”  He and his pals sidled up around my wife and I.  I could feel the sweat pouring off my face as my gut clenched in fear. 
 
    Claire turned to face them with a mischievous smile. 
 
    “Oh, look, it’s the boys who like boobs,” she joked, pushing out her chest and sucking in her gut self-consciously. 
 
    The cholos stared at her protruding breasts and laughed a bit hysterically.  They seemed like awkward teenages for a moment, caught off guard by my wife’s aggressive teasing, and I felt a bit more at ease.  But my pulse was still racing.  These young guys looked really tough.  They all wore white t-shirts and baggy jeans hanging down in back with their underwear showing.  Most of them had tattoos on their faces which I always found shocking and frightening. 
 
    “Yeah, baby, why don’t you show us them titties?” said the leader stepping forward and spreading his hands out to either side. 
 
    Claire put her hands on her hips and faced the cholos with her legs spread wide.  This made her short skirt right up a bit higher and the young hispanics all took note, staring at her gorgeous stocking clad thighs. 
 
    “Don’t be naughty!” she scolded, wagging a finger at them in admonishment.  “That’s no way to talk to a lady.  Why I’m old enough to be your mother!” 
 
    “You ain’t my mother, you a mother I like to fuck,” laughed the boy who seemed to be second in charge. 
 
    “MILF!” Shouted another.  “She a MILF fo’ sho!” 
 
    “Yeah, bitch, you know you a slut, dressin’ like a ho!  Take that top off and show us your titties,” said the leader, grabbing his cock lewdly.  His pals cackled with nervous laughter at his audacity.  Some of them shot furtive glances in my direction.  They were young, but they seemed dangerous. 
 
    My heart was racing and my armpits became soaked as the cholos got more aggressive with my wife.  I pulled out my phone and got ready to dial 911, but I was afraid it might be too late and help wouldn’t arrive in time before something bad happened to us. 
 
    For her part, Claire just laughed gayly.  She wasn’t afraid in the least which made me feel a little embarrassed.  “Can you believe the nerve of these boys?” she asked me with a wicked grin.  Then she turned to the leader of the thugs. “Oh, you think are pretty tough, huh?” she asked.  “You think you can get me to show you my boobies by acting like a tough guy?”  Claire gripped her big boobs in her hands and squeezed them for emphasis.  “That’s not the way to get ahead with women.  Ladies like to be sweet talked a little.” 
 
    “Oh, ok, baby, ok,” said the lieutenant stepping forward smoothly.  His raised the inside of his eyebrows which made him seem strangely sincere in spite of his facial tattoos.  “It’s just that, you know, you got such a sweet body.  And you know, we kind of healthy young men, we get all excited when we see that shit.”  He grinned revealing a gold front tooth while his friends laughed furiously.   “Shit, a pretty white lady showing off her big titties and bubble butt down in the ghetto like this?  We don’t get to see THAT every day.  Why don’t you at least slip your bra off and let us see them bounce a little?  That’s not too much to ask is it?  Give the boys a show?”  The cholos broke out in applause as the lieutenant bowed graciously. 
 
    The smile never left my wife’s face as she shook her head in bemusement.  “My goodness, such horny boys,” she said.  “Oh, well, what do you think, Sherman, should I honor this young man’s request?  What’s your name, honey?” 
 
    “Jose, baby” 
 
    “Jose.  So, should I honor Jose’s request, Sherman and just take my bra off for them?” 
 
    I couldn’t believe this woman.  She was actually considering it.  What a shameless exhibitionist!  Here we were in this arguably dangerous situation, basically surrounded by a street gang under a secluded overpass and she was contemplating taking her bra off for them so they could ogle her unfettered breasts.  I was beside myself. 
 
    “Er, honey, I don’t really think that’s a good idea,” I mumbled, eying the thugs awkwardly. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be such a prude, there’s no one around to see us.  Why shouldn’t we have a bit of fun?”  My wife peered up and down the deserted street to confirm that there were no passersby as she deftly reached up the front of her half-shirt and unsnapped her bra.  With a graceful shimmy of her shoulders she pulled one strap off her shoulder and down one arm and the next thing I knew, she was handing me her white lacy brassiere while the hispanic youths practically shrieked with amazement.  “Ooh, this feels good actually,” she said rubbing her breasts and pinching her nipples through her shirt to make them stick out more prominently. 
 
    The problem was that my wife was very well endowed in the chest area and she had worn a very short half-shirt that just barely covered her bosom while she was wearing her bra.  Without her bra, her breasts hung down a bit, exposing her underboobs.  My stomach was fluttering and my palms were sweaty as I struggled with competing emotions. I was aroused by the sight of my wife’s partially exposed rack but filled with fear of the latino ruffians who were goading her into this shameless display.  And of course the entire thing was very embarrassing for me. 
 
    The leader of the gang slapped his hand on his forehead and pretended that he was about to fall over.  “Damn woman, you stacked as a mutha!” 
 
    “She’s a brick-house” shouted another. 
 
    “You boys like that?” asked Claire. She shook her shoulders a bit to make her boobs jiggled from side to side and I was mortified that they might slip down and become fully exposed.  But her little top held them just barely in check.  Her hard nipples dug into the thin fabric like anchors.  My feisty wife was actually in her glory, reveling in the lewd attention of these lowly street thugs. 
 
    “Oh damn, slut, lift that top up and let us see them bad boys,” shouted the leader excitedly.  He had his hand on his crotch, gripping his boner brazenly and several of his friends followed suit. 
 
    “Certainly not!” Claire gasped in mock indignation. “How DARE you!”  But she pinched her nipples for him and he stared with his mouth hanging open as she fingered her erect buds.  “That would be INDECENT!” 
 
    “Nah, baby, them titties are pretty fucking decent,” laughed Jose.  “But you gotta understand, we got hormones and shit.  You can’t just leave us hanging like this.  Maybe can you take your skirt off and let us get a look at dat booty?  That booty lookin’ GOOD!” 
 
    “Oh, really?” Asked Claire brightly.  “You don’t think my butt looks too big in this skirt?  I was worried that it looks too big.”  Claire turned and presented her rear to the gang of ghetto freaks.  She bent over and shook her rump for them.  “What do you think, Sherman, should I shed the skirt to give the boys a thrill?” she asked.  But she was already unzipping the back of her skirt while I blubbered incoherently. 
 
    “But, but, this is totally inappropriate,” I stammered as my wife shimmied the tight skirt down over her round buttocks and past her luscious thighs.  She stepped lightly out of her skirt and then bent over to pick up so she could hand it to me.  Of course the cholos freaked out while she was bending over and giving them a nice view of her big round ass. 
 
    And there I was, nervously folding my wife’s skirt and bra over my arm while she stood there in her stockings and skimpy panties, with her boobs half-hanging out of her shirt.  She was practically naked in a rough ghetto, showing off her amazing body under this overpass for a crowd of tattooed up street criminals.  I felt like I was about to shit myself, but she was absolutely drunk on the attention and her own wickedness. 
 
    Claire pulled futilely at her panties in the back, trying to cover her buttocks a little better, but they were hopelessly too small to conceal her large bottom.  She looked over her shoulder at the young men, batting her eyelashes at them.  “How do you like that, boys?  Is it too big?  It’s gotten bigger over the years I’m afraid,” she sighed. 
 
    “Don’t you know Mexican’s like big butts, baby?” asked the leader, stepping forward brashly.  “You got nothing to be ashamed of.”  He strode close to my wife and boldly reached out to pat her on her abundant rear end. 
 
    Claire put her hand to her mouth in mock surprise.  “Oh my!  How dare you take such liberties young man.  Sherman, are you just going to stand there while this latin lothario molests me like this?”  But she just put her hands on her knees and bent over slightly, basically offering her ass to him as she said it. 
 
    Sweat erupted on my brow and I felt like I was about to be sick. “Um, yeah, that’s very forward there guy.  Watch yourself,”  but the cholos just laughed at my wavering voice as I practically cowered before them. 
 
    “Oh, oh, really sorry Sherman,” taunted the leader.  “I didn’t mean nothing by it.  Let me just get up on her for a sec.”  And he grabbed my wife by the hips from behind and started grinding his crotch up against her rear.  The rest of his crew  broke out in such loud shouts and jeers that it sounded like feeding time in the primate house.  I stared in shock as this young gangster started dry humping my half-naked wife in broad daylight while his minions  shouted and carried on. 
 
    Claire’s face registered genuine surprise for the first time and her cheeks colored prettily.  My stomach dropped when I realized that she was starting to get aroused by the young thug’s advances. “Oh my goodness,” gasped my wife as the cholo pushed the bulge in his pants between her butt cheeks.  “I feel something back there.” 
 
    “Yeah you do,” he grunted as he prodded my woman with his erection.  “You like that bitch?  You know you want it.” 
 
    “Hey, don’t call my wife a bitch, there buddy,” I objected weakly. 
 
    “Yeah, Sherman’s right heffe,” said Jose coming over to stand in front of Claire.  “She’s a real nice lady.” 
 
    “Why thanks you, Jose.  That’s sweet of you,” said Claire as the leader continued to grind on her her from behind.  He was doing it so vigorously in fact that her tits started swaying back and forth.  Jose was enraptured by the sight of my wife’s heavy knockers swinging like luscious pendulums forward and back.  But her immodest half-shirt was no match for such a workout and her wondrous melons fell free from their covering.  Her full, pale orbs and hard pink nipples were exposed for Jose and I to see.  “Oops,” mumbled Claire distractedly.  But she made no move to cover herself.  She seemed too distracted by the dry humping the leader of the cholos was giving her from behind.  Her breath was coming faster and faster and her eye were shiny with lust.  
 
    I squawked in protest as Jose casually reached out and cupped one of my wife’s tender boobs in each of his hands. 
 
    “Now that’s going too far young man,” I cried. 
 
    “Oh yes, you are being VERY naughty, Jose,” my wife told him breathily. 
 
    “Oh shit, oh shit, it’s going DOWN man,” cried one of the other thugs triumphantly. 
 
    “Sorry baby, I just couldn’t resist grabbing these ta-tas,” murmured Jose as he pinched my wife’s nipples and pulled down gently and on her dangling udders. “They making my dick REAL hard.”  Jose gestured with his head down toward his baggy pants which seemed to be only held up by his prominent erection. 
 
    “Oh, you poor baby,” said Claire with concern.  “Did I do that?  Let me help you.” And to my deep shame, my wife reached out and grabbed the cholo’s knob and started squeezing it. 
 
    “Claire, my god, what are you DOING?!” I choked, nearly having an aneurism as I watched my wife squeezing this thug's boner while he groped her bare breasts and his buddy dry humped her from behind. 
 
    “Sherman, try to understand.  These boys have needs,” she said.  Then she unzipped his jeans and pulled out Jose’s big brown penis.  “Oh my, that’s quite a package,” she commented as she stroked the thug’s thick uncut rod. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, fuck yeah, grab that shit,” groaned Jose.  “Lookit this shit, heffe, white lady on my jock fo’ sho.” 
 
    “Oh, she down for whatever, she down,” panted the horny leader. “I’m putting my shit up in here.  You ready for this, bitch?” 
 
    “Ready for what?” asked my wife coquettishly, then she gasped as the leader pulled her panties down roughly and pulled his own cock out. 
 
    “Ready for this shit,” he said, brandishing his own prodigious member proudly. 
 
    “What are you going to do with that?” asked my wife, feigning innocence and she jerked off Jose and he squeezed her pale white breasts. 
 
    “Don’t worry, it won’t hurt a bit,” he told her softly as he prodded her swollen labia with the sticky head of his filthy penis. 
 
    “Oh, yes, I think I like that,” purred my wife.   
 
    “Claire!” I complained.  My eyes were watering and I felt like I was about to cry.  But I also realized that my wife penis was painfully erect.  It was horrible to admit, but I was excited by the way these brave toughs were using my wife so brazenly. 
 
    The leader pushed the head of his cock inside my wife’s vagina making them both gasp with pleasure. 
 
    “You’re big,” cooed my wife. 
 
    “And you’re fucking wet,” replied the leader.  “And nice and tight,” he continued with deep satisfaction as I watched him sink his rod to the hilt into my woman. 
 
    “We doing this, let’s do this,” coaxed Jose.  “Suck my dick now baby.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s sounds good,” mumbled my wife, barely aware of what she was doing since her attention was on the leader’s big brown dick sliding in and out of her cunt as he started rhythmically fucking her from behind. 
 
    “This shit is fucking Crazy, man,” said another of the gang members, coming over to slap me on the shoulder in camaraderie.  
 
    “This IS crazy, I can’t believe it,” I agreed as I watched my wife bend down further so she could wrap her sweet lips around Jose’s pulsing cock.  She pulled his foreskin back to expose his pink glans and she sucked and licked it wantonly.  My penis grew harder and harder as I watched her devouring the disgusting cholo’s meaty dong.  She was like an animal about it.  Licking his shaft, sucking his balls, slurping loudly on the head of his prick.   
 
    The other two cholos commented on it while we watched. 
 
    “Man, your wife suck a mean dick, bro.” 
 
    “Um, yes, she does,” I agreed lamely. 
 
    Meanwhile, my wife was whimpering and moaning as the leader pounded her more and more forcefully from behind.  When she reached between her legs to finger her clitoris, I knew she was close.  Her cunt must have tightened around his shaft as she neared climax, because the leader cried out suddenly. 
 
    “Oh shit, I’m cumming, bitch, I’m cumming,” he shouted. “Take that, take that.” 
 
    My wife pulled Jose’s dick from her mouth but continued stroking it fiercely as she bowed her head and received the leader’s load inside her.  “Thank you,” she sobbed.  “Thank you.” Then I saw her shudder as she came as well. 
 
    “Hey Sherman, what’s up?” The leader called to me, his dick still sunk deep inside my wife.  “You seen that right?  I just filled your woman up with my cum.  How you like me now?” 
 
    “Of course I don’t think I like you,” I stammered.  The leader pulled his cock out of Claire quickly and rushed toward me feinting a punch toward me as I flinched and covered my head. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I thought,” he crowed, satisfied by my fear.  His dick hung down slick with my wife’s juices as he strutted back and forth basking in the admiration of his pals. 
 
    My wife paid no attention to his aggressive display and was jerking off Jose with a vengeance.  He also whimpered as she finally brought him to climax and I watched with sick fascination as he spurted stream after stream of hot semen all over her face and her jiggling breasts. 
 
    “There you go, there you go,” she told him soothingly as she tugged his scrotum and helped him empty his load all over her.  “Doesn’t that feel better now?” 
 
    “Yes, momma,” he said weakly and he just seemed like a vulnerable teenager for a moment. 
 
    I stood up straight and faced the leader as he was wiping his dick clean with a blue bandana. 
 
    “I think it’s pretty poor form for you to threaten me after you have had your way with my wife like that,” I told the leader, trying to hide my fear.  I realized that these guys were just inexperienced kids after all. 
 
    “What?” asked the leader coming toward me again.   
 
    But I held his gaze this time.  “I think you heard me clearly,” I told him.  “And I think it’s time for you and your crew to go on your way.”  My chin was trembling but I did my best to keep my voice calm. 
 
    “Shit,” said the leader scratching his head as my wife looked on and licked Jose’s cum off her fingers. 
 
    “Yep, that was fun and all, but I think we are done here for the day,” said Claire standing upright.  And though she was basically naked with her bare tits covered in cum and her bush exposed for all to see, she somehow projected more confidence than any of us.  She was suddenly the one in charge again.  “Bye bye,” she said, wiggling her fingers at the boys. 
 
    “But, but, won’t we see you again?” asked Jose hopefully.  I could tell that he was a bit lovestruck by my sexy wife. 
 
    Claire’s stern demeanor softened briefly as she took Jose’s chin in her hands.  “I’m sorry, honey, we are just from different worlds,” she explained.  “But don’t worry, I’m sure you will find some nice chiquita who will take care of that big thick cock of yours.” 
 
    The boys broke out laughing as Jose tucked his limp dick back into his pants. 
 
    “Now run along,” said Claire, shooing them away impatiently. 
 
    The gang seemed a bit chagrinned as they departed but we could hear them laughing and talking excitedly from across the street as they made their way through the abandoned lot there. 
 
    “See, that was very culturally enriching, wasn’t it?” my wife asked me cheerfully. 
 
    “Are you fucking serious?” I cried, feeling my anger and indignation become unleashed now that the threat of violence was past. 
 
    “Oh stop your crying, and help me get dressed,” she scolded.  “I can’t stand her naked in middle of the ghetto all day you know.  A BLACK gang might come along and THEN what would we do?”  She laughed as I glanced over my shoulder in fear and helped her step back into her skirt. 
 
      
 
    The End? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Social Justice Demands that Husband Share Wife at the Nude Beach 
 
    by Gustav Jorgenson 
 
      
 
    Frankly, my wife Sandy never likes to wear clothes and goes nude whenever she can.  She seldom wears clothes around the house, and often sunbathes nude in the backyard.  Though I asked her to stop when I noticed the frat boys who live next door always seemed to start up an ad hoc nerf football game in their backyard whenever they noticed my wife showing off her body.  This annoyed her greatly, she took my complaints as a restriction of her personal freedom.  As a compromise I agreed to accompany her to the North Baker Beach here is San Francisco where nudity is fairly common and she could bare it for all the world to see. 
 
    I am much more uptight about nudity than my freewheeling wife, but when we arrived at the clothing optional section of the North Baker Beach, I felt perfectly at home.  It was sort of techno-hippie burning man scene, with young women hula hooping in nothing but body paint, people of all ages spinning poi with their parts exposed, old naked couples walking hand in hand and a group of boisterous queers playing volleyball with their privates flapping in the sunshine. 
 
    My wife was entirely in her element, shedding her bathing suit before we even settled on a spot to put down our blanket.  As we walked along looking for a place to sit, my wife paused to watch the poi spinners.  They had these plastic eggs on ropes that were lit with LEDs inside and people spun them in mesmerizing patterns.  They seemed totally unconcerned to be naked in front of us and my wife watching in fascination.  I glanced over at the young naked women doing hula hoop nearby and tried not to stare, but I couldn’t help myself.  I found their gyrations more captivating than the fire spinners. 
 
    “Honey, we should learn this,” said my wife brightly, touching my arm, but then she noticed my attention and slapped my chest playfully.  “Hey, pervert, stop ogling those girls and pay attention to what I’m saying.” 
 
    “Sorry, honey,” I said, feeling my face grow hot with shame. 
 
    Just then we bumped into one of my wife’s friends, Julia with her boyfriend, Hunter.  They were both stark naked and my eyes practically bulged out of my head when I got an eyeful of Julia’s big buoyant breasts.  Hunter noticed my interest as the women embraced happily and he gave me a sly wink, which made me even more embarrassed and I had to struggle to maintain eye contact with Julia as I shook her hand. 
 
    “Frank, why are you wearing your shorts?” Julia asked with a smirk as she held my hand in hers.  “You need to go with flow, buddy.  Take those off.” 
 
    “Yeah, dear, come on, stop being such a fuddy duddy,” laughed my wife, yanking my shorts down in the back. 
 
    I chuckled half-heartedly and stepped out of my shorts, mortified that they would see the raging hardon that the hula-hoopers and Julia’s tits had given me. 
 
    “Whoa, looks like somebody is feeling happy,” Julia laughed, covering her mouth and glancing down at my stiff cock.  My wife cackled with laughter and wrapped her arm around my shoulder affectionately.   
 
    “Poor Frank isn’t used to seeing all these hot naked babes,” my wife chuckled, pinching my cheek. 
 
    “Sandy, you know my boyfriend Hunter, don’t you?” said Julia, pulling her eyes reluctantly from my stiff phallus waving in the breeze. 
 
    “I don’t think we’ve met,” said my wife, offering her hand to Hunter as she looked the handsome man up and down. 
 
    The sight of my naked wife shaking hands with a naked man on a public beach gave me a strange thrill and made me slightly queasy.   But Hunter played it cool and his cock and balls just hung placidly in plain view as he avoided staring too obviously as my wife’s gorgeous tits. 
 
    “Well, we’ve got to run, we’ve been here all morning, and I now I have to go to yoga class,” chirped Julia with a rueful smile.  “Let’s get together and do this another time.” 
 
    “Yes, I think Frank would like another opportunity to see you naked,” teased my wife, hugging Julia goodbye. 
 
    “He can look all he wants, that’s why I come here,” said Julia with a sly grin, turning to face me with her hands on her hips and her shoulders thrown back so that her boobs jutted out. 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” I gulped nervously, my erection throbbing. 
 
    Everyone laughed at my discomfort and my wife said, “Don’t be unfriendly, Frank, give Julia a hug goodbye.” 
 
    “Um, really?” I asked, aghast. 
 
    “Come here,” commanded Julia holding her arms out for a hug and Hunter chuckled as I gingerly embraced her.  I tried to hold her arm’s length, but Julia drew me to her warmly, pressing her bare boobs against my chest and my stiff rod poked her right in the belly.  “Oops ,careful where you point that thing, buddy,” joked Julia grabbing my dick casually and pushing it to side. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, Julia, I can’t believe you just touched my husband’s penis!” exclaimed my wife, clearly delighted. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s enough of that.  Let’s go before this turns triple X,” said Hunter, taking his girlfriend by the arm and giving me another good-natured wink. 
 
    “Bye!” said my wife waving as they walked away.  I noticed that she was watching Hunter’s well formed ass as they left.  “We should hang out naked with them again.  Next time with booze and pot.   Things might get interesting,” said my wife thoughtfully. 
 
    “Wow, are you serious?” I asked with a smile.  “When did you become a swinger?” 
 
    “When in Rome, darling,” she said with a laugh.  “Now come on and let’s find a nice spot to sun ourselves away from those sexy girls with the hula hoops.” 
 
    We found a nice patch of sand without much activity nearby and a beautiful view of the Golden Gate Bridge, and we put down our cooler and our blanket.  We settled down and took out some drinks and our books and we were soon engrossed in reading. 
 
    I thought about Julia’s sexy body and the way that my wife eyed Hunter up and down and I imagined what it would be like if we swapped partners.  My flaccid cock quickly became engorged at the thought and stood up straight, catching my wife’s attention. 
 
    “Are you thinking about Julia, you bad boy?” she asked me with a devilish grin. 
 
    “Um, well, yeah, actually, I am,” I admitted.  “Were you serious about, ah, turning Roman?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said thoughtfully.  “I was sort of kidding, but I can see that you are attracted to Julia’s body and Hunter is certainly a well built fellow.  I wouldn’t be opposed to getting thoroughly inebriated with those two and seeing where the night took us.” 
 
    “Huh, ok, let me think about it,” I said. 
 
    “You do that, dear, you do that,” said said, giving my stiff penis a playful tug before returning to her book. 
 
    I was lost in daydreams about sinking my dick into Julia while watching Sandy sucking on Hunter’s balls when I was startled by a group of four black teenagers suddenly standing above us.  They were all wearing tank tops and basketball shorts and they were staring down at my wife’s naked body and pointing excitedly. 
 
    “Holy shit, check this bitch out,” said a tall young fellow with huge afro and a pick sticking in it.  “Lookit them titties,” he said excitedly. 
 
    My wife dropped her book and looked up in shock, putting her hand over her nipples instinctively. 
 
    “Uh, you guys,” she said hesitantly.  “It’s kind of rude to stare and point like that.” 
 
    “Yeah, this is a nude beach, so, you know, there are going to be naked people,” I explained.  “Nothing to get excited about.” 
 
    “Man, shut the fuck up,” snapped a shorter fellow with a crew cut and Malcolm X glasses.  He was peering at my wife’s exposed bush and gripping his crotch.  I noticed that his friends were all doing the same, staring down at my wife’s naked body and blatantly squeezing their growing  erections through their shorts.  “You white people want to come out here and get naked, but you don’t want any brown people coming around to mess things up.” 
 
    “Um, it’s not like that,” complained my wife, mortified to be accused of racism.  “It’s just that you guys are, you know, making me feel self-conscious by paying so much attention to me,” she yelped.  She put one arm across her chest to cover her nipples and put her other hand over her crotch to hide her womanhood from view.  “I mean, look at how you are touching yourselves, it’s pretty impolite.”  She stared at Mr. Afro’s huge bulge in amazement as he practically jerked himself off above us. 
 
    “White privilege,” sniffed Mr. Afro, noticing my wife’s attention.  “If I was a white guy you wouldn’t complain, you were laying there with your snatch spread wide for every white guy to see, but once some niggas come along, you cover that shit up.  You racist.” 
 
    “Yeah, racist,” agreed his friends, nodding to one another with disgust. 
 
    “I’m not racist,” squawked my wife, finally grabbing a towel to cover herself. 
 
    “Look, guys, this is just ridiculous.  This isn’t about privilege, we are just trying to enjoy ourselves out here and mind our own business,” I complained, feeling defensive and little intimidated by the aggressive youths. 
 
    “Bullshit,” said Malcolm X, pointing at me with one hand and keeping the other firmly on his cock. 
 
    “It’s not that you are black, it’s, uh, you know, the way you are acting when you look at my body.  I mean, you are touching your penises while you look at me and that’s not, uh, how people act at a nude beach,” said my wife, still gazing at the surprisingly large protrusion in Mr. Afro’s shorts. 
 
    “That’s Euro-normative,” said Mr. Afro excitedly, pointing an accusing finger at my wife. 
 
    “Euro-normative,” agreed his friends, shaking their heads in condemnation. 
 
    “What? I don’t follow you,” said my wife, shaking her head in confusion. 
 
    “Erm, I think they are trying to say that we are trying to impose eurocentric cultural norms somehow?” I said, trying to parse their meaning. 
 
    “You are on the right track, white boy,” said Malcolm X.  “Good effort.”  He pointed a finger at my wife who lay clutching her towel over herself.  “When you say crotch grabbing isn’t how people act on a nude beach, you really mean, crotch grabbing isn’t how WHITE people act on a nude beach,” he said triumphantly.  “Euro-normative, look it up.” 
 
    “Worrrd,” agreed his friends, patting him on the shoulder. 
 
    “Are you trying to say that crotch grabbing is some kind of cultural tradition?” asked my wife with a dismissive laugh.  She still couldn’t seem to take her eyes off of Mr. Afro’s big weiner as he squeezed it insistently and her fascination with his dick was starting to make me nervous. 
 
    “Bitch, please, have you never been to the ghetto?” laughed Mr. Afro, miming a crip walk for my wife with his hand firmly on his junk.  “That’s how brothers be laying it down.” 
 
    “Hmmph, you sound more like a college kid than a gangsta,” sniffed my with with a smile.  I could tell that she was warming up to these kids and I felt a little annoyed by that. 
 
    His friends broke out laughing at my wife’s comment and one kid leaned in for a fist bump which my wife hesitantly returned, holding up her towel with one hand and bumping his fist with the other.  “Respect,” he said with a smile.  “Respect.” 
 
    “We may go to college, but that doesn’t mean you can strip us of our heritage,” complained Malcolm X, indignantly. 
 
    “Wait, somehow by choosing to cover up my body, I am repressing you all of a sudden,” said my wife, suppressing a smile. 
 
    “Um, yes,” said Mr. X, but he sounded unsure of himself. 
 
    “Ok, well, I admit, I like being naked, and I would prefer to take this towel off.  And you boys seem to really enjoy touching your junk and it’s part of your culture and everything.  Fine.  And I might be white and privileged, but you are all overlooking some intersectionality here.” 
 
    “Intersectionality,” agreed Mr. Afro, nodding his head sagely. 
 
    Malcolm X looked a little confused by said nothing. 
 
    “Now I don’t follow you,” I put in.  “What are you saying?” I asked my wife. 
 
    “Well, clearly they are clothed and we are not.  So while we might be white and privileged, we have discarded the oppressive paradigm of clothing while they still cling to it,” said my wife with a smug smile. 
 
    Malcolm X’s eyes lit up.  “I dig you, sister.  I dig you,” he said excitedly.  “You want us to strip down and show us ours before you will show us yours.” 
 
    “Pish, that’s not the way to say it, man,” complained Mr. Afro, drawing himself up with dignity.  “This is about joining together with allies to challenge the narrative of clothing.” 
 
    “You speak truth, brother, you speak truth,” agreed Malcolm X.  “My bad.  Clothing itself is Euro-normative and reinforces class divides.” 
 
    “Right, so drop those shorts, boys,” cackled my wife with delight.  “Let me get a look at those pickles you’ve been fingering so enthusiastically.” 
 
    “Uh, wait a minute,” I complained weakly, but to no avail.  All four of the young men were pulling their shorts down and stepping out of them.   Their black boners were all springing out, standing at attention. 
 
    My wife gasped in admiration.  “Oh my God, look at those cocks.” 
 
    “Um, yeah,” I said, holding up a finger, trying to interrupt. 
 
    “You should be taking off that towel now, sister,” urged Mr. Afro as he stroked his long dark shaft lewdly with one hand and cupped his big, heavy nuts with the other. 
 
    My wife tossed her towel aside carelessly and she propped herself on one elbow so she could examine Mr. Afro’s junk as he caressed it for her. 
 
    “Oh man, oh man,” laughed the young men, pointing at my wife’s body and stroking themselves shamelessly.   
 
    My wife pinched her nipples distractedly and reached one hand between her legs to diddle her clitoris a bit as she gazed from one big black cock to the next.  But I could tell that Mr. Afro was her favorite, and I felt my ears burning with jealousy and embarrassment. 
 
    “Are you, uh, touching yourself now?” I asked my wife uncomfortably. 
 
    “Well, they are, why can’t I?” she asked. 
 
    “I like it when you pinch your nipples and make them hard,” commented Mr. Afro, his eloquence diminishing as his arousal increased. 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” she asked, giving each of her nipples and extra tweak for him with a smile.  “I like how your penis is uncut.  I haven’t seen one like that up close before.   Can you pull back the foreskin a little more and show me your glans?” 
 
    “Sure, you wanna see?” he obliged, coming closer and pointing his long shaft directly at my wife’s face as he slowly drew the foreskin back from his glistening bulbous head. 
 
    “I’m really not comfortable with this,” I gulped.  My stomach was roiling and my pits were soaked with angst. 
 
    “Relax, brother, this is how the races can all come together, appreciating the beauty of the human form, with all class distinctions erased.  Exposing our essential nature to one another,” said Malcolm X, waxing poetic as he vigorously jerked his cock while hungrily devouring my wife’s naked body with his eyes. 
 
    “That looks really tender,” said my wife reaching a dainty finger out toward the shiny tip of Mr. Afro’s penis.   
 
    “Yeah, it’s sensitive, but you can touch it if you are gentle,” urged Mr. Afro, peeling his foreskin back a little further and offering the head of cock to my wife like a grotesque, fleshy bon-bon. 
 
    Sandy stroked the dark moist glans with one tentative finger.  “Eww, it’s wet and sticky,” she tittered. 
 
    “Goddamnit, Sandy, what the fuck are you doing?” I squawked indignantly. 
 
    “Is this bothering you, dear?” she asked me sweetly, turning to smile with at me as she fingered the damp exposed tip of Mr. Afro’s penis.  He towered above us with a look of pure ecstasy on his face.  She glanced down at my raging hardon and laughed lightly.  “Well we were talking about getting into swinging, why are you complaining now?” 
 
    “We don’t even know these guys,” I hissed looked up with trepidation as the gang of youths closed in around my wife, with their ardent cocks in their hands. 
 
    “You guys are into swinging?” asked Mr. Afro with interest as he dropped down casually onto the blanket next to my wife, his stiff cock straining upward as he put a cautious hand on my wife’s bare belly. 
 
    “Well, we were talking about it,” said Sandy, lightly tracing the veins on back of Mr. Afro’s big black hand as it lay on her belly. 
 
    “Not with strangers,” I choked, watching as his hand slid down closer and closer to my wife’s furry bush. 
 
    “It’s because they are black, isn’t it?” said my wife, looking me in the eye with a wicked twinkle in her eye. 
 
    “Of course not,” I sputtered indignantly.  “It’s just, I’m, I’m not ready for this yet.  We just broached the topic for the first time today.” 
 
    “Your penis doesn’t seem to have any reservations,” commented my wife, touching my own stiff rod lightly and eliciting a burst of merriment from the boys. 
 
    “Dude got a stiffy for sure,” laughed Malcolm X.  “Without your expensive trousers, you can’t hide your true desire.” 
 
    “I pulled back my foreskin for you, will you open your labia for me?” asked Mr. Afro politely. 
 
    “Yes,” agreed my wife breathily, looking into his sensitive brown eyes.  She spread her legs and reached out to open her lips for him and all the guys stooped down to get a glimpse of her slick, pink vagina. 
 
    Mr. Afro ran his hand lightly up my wife’s pale inner thigh, stopping just short of her spread open pussy, and then stroked the other thigh lightly. 
 
    “Oh, I like that,” gasped my wife as she looked at me to gauge my reaction. 
 
    He repeatedly caressed first one thigh, then the other, always stopping just short of my wife’s snatch, teasing her and making her wriggle with anticipation while his friends looked on and giggled with excitement as they jerked their meats. 
 
    “I’m getting really wet,” whispered my wife as she grabbed Mr.Afro’s cock and started tugging on it insistently. 
 
    “Yeah, what you want to do about it?” he asked, nuzzling her ear as he brushed his hand over her public hair lightly then prodded one finger experimentally into her hole before withdrawing it quickly, making her gasp. 
 
    I looked on in horror as he ducked his head and latched his big lips around my wife’s erect nipple and she cradled his head with one hand as she tugged on his dick with the other.   The group gave a collective sigh as Mr. Afro finally sank one assertive finger deep into my wife’s wet twat, making her cry out.  My guts were twisted in agony but I joined my fellow onlookers and tentatively started stroking my own cock as Mr. Afro withdrew a glistening finger from my wife’s vagina and quickly located the nub of her clitoris which he flicked emphatically, making my wife whimper with passion. 
 
    ‘Oh, god, oh god.  Can I suck you now?” she begged. 
 
    “Can you handle this, brother?” he asked, giving me a surprisingly compassionate gaze. 
 
    “That’s proper consent, brothers,” said Malcolm approvingly, and the other guys agreed. 
 
    “Please honey, please,” my wife begged me.  “I’ve never sucked an uncut penis before.”  Mr. Afro got up onto his knees so that my wife could get at his dick better.  She peeled back his foreskin covetously and showed me the glazed head.  Just then a pearly drop of ejaculate emerged from the tip.  “Omigod, look, some jizz is starting to come out.  I want to lick it.  Can I?” she pleaded, squirming with anticipation. 
 
    “She really wants it, man,” murmured Mr. Afro gently, meeting my gaze patiently. 
 
    “Um, ok, a little bit I guess?” I choked, finding it hard to breathe as the guys broke out laughing. 
 
    “How does a bitch suck a dick a little bit?” asked one fellow merrily. 
 
    “Mmm, mmm,” hummed my wife enthusiastically as she wrapped her lips around Mr. Afro’s glans and sucked on it loudly. 
 
    I heard some giggling and looked over to find that some of the painted hula girls had wandered over and were watching a few feet away.  One of them looked me in the eye as I jerked off watching my wife blow this black kid and then blushed and dropped her gaze, tittering as she whispered something to her friends. 
 
    We all watched as my wife devoured Mr. Afro’s cock, sliding her tongue down his long straight shaft, and then lifting his big dong out of the way so she could lap at his big hairy nutsack. 
 
    “This sister knows how to suck a dick,” commented Malcolm X approvingly, and the crowd nodded assent, even the hula girls gave encouragement from the sidelines. 
 
    My wife gave the head of his cock one last suck, withdrawing her mouth with a loud smacking sound and then she cowered below him, jerking his dick urgently and looking up at him submissively.  “I need you inside me,” she begged. 
 
    “Honey, that’s uh, I mean, people are watching,” I said, as a group of naked poi spinners joined the crowd, craning their necks to see what the commotion was about. 
 
    “That sort of makes it hotter, don’t you think?” she said, flipping nimbly onto her belly. She turned her face toward me and smiled encouragingly, shoulders pressed firmly down as she spread her legs and arched her back, presenting her nice round ass and hairy twat for the crowd to admire.  She reached down between her legs and rubbed her clit in preparation. 
 
    “That’s so hot,” one of the hula girls said in admiration. 
 
    “I can work with this,” said Mr. Afro, climbing over her leg and kneeling behind her so that he could get his dick lined up to enter her. 
 
    “He’s gonna fuck me now, honey, ok?” asked my wife hopefuly. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I croaked, looking around at the crowd. 
 
    “Oops, too late,” said Mr. Afro as he poked the head of his dick into the opening of my wife vagina.  “Sorry, man, the spirit is willing but the flesh is weak.” 
 
    “Oh, my god, oh my god, that’s big, it’s good, but it’s so big, baby, you have to go slow,” cried my wife, biting one knuckle dramatically 
 
    “I know how to break a white girl in, don’t worry,” he said, giving me a wicked smile as he patted my wife’s bare rump.  “Slowly, slowly, at first.”  I watched in sick fascination as he inched cock into my woman one bit and a time and she kicked her heels in delight. 
 
    “Holy fuck, that’s good, omigod, omigod,” she panted.  “Honey, hold my hand, hold my hand,” she reached out to take my hand, I was shocked at how tightly she gripped it. 
 
    “You’ll be ok, honey,” I said, feeling strangely protective of my wife which elicited an “Aww” from the crowd.  
 
    Mr. Afro withdrew his sword from my wife, shining from her juices and plunged it back in, making her cry out in passion. 
 
    “You can do it!” called a hula girl supportively. 
 
    Slowly and patiently, Mr. Afro increased the depth and frequency of his thrusts until he was pumping himself in and out of my wife easily.  She gave a grunt of desire with each thrust, whispering encouragement to him as he violated her carnally in front of this crowd of excited onlookers. 
 
    “I like it, I like it, I can take it,” panted my wife eagerly as she rubbing her clit wildly. 
 
    “That’s it baby, that’s it, nice and tight,” he grunted as he penetrated my woman over and over again as I impotently held her hand and jerked off while I watched. 
 
    “Oh god,” she cried out, and she gave that characteristic shudder of climax. 
 
    “She’s coming, she’s coming,” shouted the hula, girls, clapping their hands with childish glee.  The whole crowd broke out in applause and it felt pretty surreal to me as my wife looked up at me proudly, her hair a mess, and her face sweaty from the exertion. 
 
    “Ok, my turn now,” groaned Mr. Afro tightly.  “Not gonna pull out, sorry,” he told me, as he gripped my wife’s buttcheeks with his big hands and sank himself into her up the hilt. He shivered over and over again as he pumped load after load of hot cum deep inside my wife.  Then he withdrew suddenly and jumped to his feet. He turned to the crowd and threw his hands in the air triumphantly, his limp wet cock swinging ponderously as the onlookers broke out in a fresh round of laughter and applause. 
 
    “Look how proud he is of himself for fucking that guy’s wife,” laughed one of the hula girls as the black kids patted Mr. Afro on the back in congratulation. 
 
    “I know this is a special moment for you,” said Malcolm X, bending down with his dick in his hand.  “But can I brother get a hand over here, sister?” he asked offering my wife his own straining phallus. 
 
    She looked over her shoulder at him coquettishly and wiggled her sweet ass at him, offering him her parted labia submissively.  “Be my guest, but go easy on me, I’m a little sore,” 
 
    “Will do, sister,” he said, dropping down behind my wife thankfully and easing his dick into her.  “Oh wow, that’s snug,” he gasped. 
 
    “Do you like my pussy?” my wife asked, her cheeks flushed bright red as she looked back at him with a wicked smile. 
 
    “Oh, you little slut,” he grunted, gripping her hips as he humped her gently.  “You trying to talk to me?” 
 
    “I like talking during sex, do you think I’m a good fuck?” she asked, winking at me cutely.  “How about if I twerk it a little?”  She bounced her ass up and down a little and Malcolm X made a face of surprise. 
 
    “Ahh, fuck now, you did me,” he pulled out and immediately started blasting a stream of semen all over my wife’s ass, vagina, and the backs of her thighs.   
 
    The hula girls lead another cheer. 
 
    Malcolm X stumbled away, and lay on his back in the sand as one of his pals tried to drop down to take his place but my wife flipped over hurriedly and sat up, holding her hands up. 
 
    “No, no, boys, I can’t take any more of those big cocks, I’ll be torn up,” she laughed  touching her tender pussy defensively 
 
    “Don’t leave us with blue balls, baby,” begged one of the two remaining blacks who had been mostly silent during the whole engagement. 
 
    My wife contemplated the two cocks pointing insistently as she sat indian style before them.  “Here, look at my boobies, and I will try to suck you off, but I am pretty tired,” laughed my wife.  “This is a lot of dick for me to handle in one day.” 
 
    “I’ll help,” chimed in one the hula girls, pushing her way forward and  showing the black kids her luscious naked body.  “I was getting jealous that you were getting all the attention.” 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah,” said the black kids and the center of attention shifted as she dropped to all fours before them.  One guy kneeled in front of her and the other kneeled behind and pretty soon she was sucking and fucking both of them while her girlfriends cackled with laughter and shouted encouragement. 
 
    “This is a crazy beach,” said my wife smiling at me happily.  “Oh honey, you didn’t cum, yet,” she said with concern, taking my swollen cock in her hand and pulling on it.  “Did you like watching me be a dirty slut in public?” she asked, putting her face close to mine. 
 
    “I guess, I don’t know yet,” I mumbled glancing around to see if anyone was watching.  But I had nothing to fear, everyone was preoccupied egging on the hula girl frolicking with her two black lovers. 
 
    “You liked watching me take that big black dick, surrendering my pussy to them to prove I wasn’t racist,” she growled, yanking my dick fiercely. 
 
    “Oh fuck, honey, don’t,” I cried, feeling myself nearly climax. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, you like it, you like watching me get owned in front of everyone,” she said with a snarl of passion.  And I couldn’t deny it because cum started spurting wildly from the tip of my cock as she said that and she giggled with delight, bending down to suck the last few spurts directly from my penis. 
 
    “Mmm, tasty,” she smiled, wiping my cum from her lips.  My wife looked over to see that the two black guys were finished with their hula girl who sat in sand holding her hands up, her face and boobs coated with glistening cum.  The other hula girls were braying with laughter and taking photos on their phones. 
 
    The four black kids had pulled their short back on and were strolling away, talking excitedly and patting each other on the back.   
 
    “Hold on, hold on,” cried my wife, and I watched in shock as she leapt up and chased after the boys.  She intercepted Mr. Afro and threw herself naked into his arms to give him a passionate kiss.  I ground my teeth jealousy as she rubbed her nude body up against him and he cupped her round ass cheeks in his hand familiarly.   Somehow that made me more upset that watching him fuck her from behind.  Fucking is less intimate than kissing in a way.  Finally he tried to pull away but she tugged at his hand pleadingly until he finally wrote down something on a slip of paper and handed it to her.  Only then did she let him go and then she blew kisses at his back as he shook his head in bemusement. 
 
    She ran back to me happily, waving the sheet of paper, her boobs bouncing  in the sun.  “I got his number, I got his number,” she gloated. 
 
    “Well, that’s, I mean, do you want to call him again?” I stammered, feeling empty inside. 
 
    “Are you kidding me?  I’ve never been fucked like that in my life,” she snorted.  “I think I’m in love with that boy’s penis.  I mean, it’s so nasty and sticky with that foreskin pulled back,” she shuddered with delight. 
 
      
 
    “Um, how am I supposed to feel about that?” I asked, feeling nauseous.  “Because that make me feel sort of, jealous and inadequate.” 
 
    “Oh honey, I’m sorry,” she pouted, patting me on the shoulder.  “Look I will make it up to and hook you up with Julia.  I know she wants to fuck you.  I will send you two off on a little date.  Will that make you feel better?” 
 
    “Actually, to be fair, you should sit by and watch while I fuck the shit out of Julia and then describe to you how sweet her pussy is and how perfect her tits are,” I said with a smirk. 
 
    Sandy’s face reddened and she made a grimace of disgust.  “Oh jeez, really?”  She thought about it for a second then bowed her head and put it on my shoulder.  “You are right dear.  That would be fair.  If we do it that way, will you forgive me?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess so,” I thought, my jealousy assuaged as I pictured sinking my cock into my wife’s old friend while she sat and watched. 
 
    “Ok then, but for now, let me bask in the afterglow of the best orgasm of my life,” she said.  “Vini, Vidi, Vici,” she shouted, thrusting a fist into the air which did wonderful things to her boobs. 
 
    “Ha, ha, yeah, I get it.  We are Romans now,” I said, chuckling along grudgingly as we packed up our things. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 My Wife Became a Social Justice Sex Worker 
 
    Social Justice Slut Wives Vol.2 
 
    by Gustav Jorgenson 
 
      
 
    My wife was having a tough time finding work so she was volunteering as a counsellor helping sex workers in San Francisco.  It wasn’t a bad fit for her since she just finished her Social Work degree. The thing is, she was surrounded by these Social Justice Warrior types.  These are the most extreme left wing people in the USA probably.  That annoyed me since I was a proper conservative and making good money at the time.  My wife is pretty wishy-washy and likes to go with the flow, so she slowly become indoctrinated with more and more of this left wing nonsense. 
 
    “You know Edward,” she would say.  “Sex work is a perfectly legitimate way for a woman to make a living.  It’s simply a travesty that our society criminalizes this work.  It just pushes women to the outskirts where they are vulnerable to being exploited.” 
 
    “Good God, Julia,” I replied.  “Are you trying to defend prostitution for Christ’s sake?  As though it were a good thing?” 
 
    Julia would squirm with discomfort under my disapproving glare, but one conservative man is no match for an office full of left wing coworkers.  So she would plough ahead with the Social Justice narrative, avoiding my eyes as she repeated the party line.  “There have always been prostitutes.  We may not approve of it since it offends our outdated and puritanical culture.  But really, it’s a victimless crime.” 
 
    “But our culture is the most advanced in the world, how can you criticize it compared to the other crappy countries out there?  Besides these women you are helping are addicted to drugs and victims of violence,” I sputtered.  This really was infuriating.  How could my wife swallow this stuff?  But I knew how, she was weak-willed in a way.  Always too eager to please, always too eager and to fit in with the crowd, and  now the crowd approves of prostitution apparently.  Wonderful. 
 
    “Well, that’s, um, that’s just because it’s been marginalized by the state,” said Julia, clearly struggling to recover her argument. “If sex work was legalized then there could be proper regulations, then women could get the protection of the law, and they wouldn’t be so, you know, vulnerable.”  She smiled at me hopefully as though this made any sense at all, and I had to just laugh and concede her point because my wife has a certain way of looking at me sometimes that I really can’t resist. 
 
    Of course, I had been doing well then and I could afford to be indulgent of my wife’s misguided politics.    That was before I made some bad investment decisions and lost the bulk of our retirement funds.  That was before I got laid off from my job and found myself on unemployment.  That was before I struggled to find a job, competing with men 20 years younger who could do a better job for two thirds of the pay I was asking.  That broke me down a little, and my conservative values started to crack at the edges.  Call it a character flaw, but I must admit that perhaps I lack the mettle to stay true to my convictions in the face of dire hardship.  Week after week, I cashed my unemployment check and took my handout from the state. 
 
    Julia tried to get a job at the crisis center where she was volunteering, but the grant money kept getting cut and there were no openings.  We were starting to get desperate when my wife’s co worker, Jeannette come to visit us for dinner.  Jeannette was an overweight, african-american, communist, lesbian.  She was very butch and my wife referred to her as a “bull dyke” but warned me that it wouldn’t be OK for ME to refer to her as such.  Which I always found sort of amusing.  Apparently “dyke” is only an insult if a conservative white guy or some other homophobe says it.  She didn’t have to warn me, the last thing in the world I would ever do would be to call Jeannette a dyke to her face.  That would be too stressful. 
 
    This evening as Julia told Jeannette about our money problems over dinner, Jeannette’s expression got more and more resolute until at the end of the meal, she laid it on the line. 
 
    “Julia, you know, I really think it’s time you considered taking up some sex work yourself in order to straighten out your financial situation.,” said Jeannette, puffing her cheeks nervously and stubbornly avoiding eye contact with me. 
 
    “Come on, Jeannette,” I complained, shaking my head. 
 
    “I’m not talking to you, Edward,” said Jeannette, holding up a hand in my direction.  “Julia is an independent adult, and this is HER decision to make.” 
 
    “Pff, Julia is hardly a steely independent prostitute,” I scoffed, feeling my guts roil at the thought of my wife prostituting herself.  “Besides, she’s a married woman.  She can’t go breaking her vows like that.” 
 
    “You cling to your patriarchy over there, I’m trying to talk to Julia,” snorted Jeannette, shaking her head.  “Julia, what do you think?” 
 
    Julia sat up straight and looked me in the eye.  I suddenly realized that this entire scene was being staged.  Jeannette had already convinced her to try sex work and now Julia was trying to get up the nerve to tell me.  I saw all this written on her face as plain as day.  She noticed my recognition and she visibly deflated. 
 
    “Well Edward, you know that marriage in it’s roots, made chattel of women.  Little more than property of their husbands,” she whined. 
 
    “You can’t separate these roots from the current institution,” agreed Jeannette, crossing her arms triumphantly. 
 
    “Why, why, I thought you were crusading for gay marriage,” I stammered.  I was really at a loss at that point.  The left wing is some kind of upside world sometimes.  Are they for marriage or against it? 
 
    “Not me,” said Jeannette stiffly.  “I know this must be hard for you to understand, given that I am a dyke after all,” she said, glaring at me with disdain.  “But believe it or not, not all queers are the same.  I happen to think ALL marriages should be abolished in favor of civil unions.  You can take all this convoluted legacy of oppression and stick it.” 
 
    “Religion is the opiate of the masses,” put in Julia helpfully. 
 
    “Christ, can it with Marx, will you, Julia?” I groaned, looking skyward for aid. 
 
    “I have to agree with Ed on that one, Julia,” said Jeannette apologetically.  “That’s laying it on a bit thick.” 
 
    “You two came here tonight to talk me into letting my wife prostitute herself for money,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. 
 
    “You wouldn’t be so upset about all this if you could let go of that possessiveness, that ownership that this narrative of marriage implies,” said Jeannette.  She had a shrewd look on her face as she sensed my weakness.  “You wife isn’t your slave to control and command.  She isn’t an object for you to possess.” 
 
    “And besides, dear, the mortgage payment is due,” put in Julia matter-of-factly.  “Look, we can dress it up for you with Social Justice rhetoric all night.  And I wish you were more amenable to it, because that’s what I used to get used to the idea.  But the fact is that we are going to lose our house unless one of us can come up with a large amount of cash, and quickly.” 
 
    “And we happen to have a lot of connections that can get Julia sex work right away,” agreed Jeannette, leaning forward and interleaving her fingers.  Her expression was 100% business now and I was starting to get a deeper insight into what was going on here.   
 
    “You want a cut,” I told her, as I watched her expression change. 
 
    She leaned back slowly and put her hands behind her tightly coiffed dreadlocks.  “Everyone gets a cut Edward, but there is plenty to go around.” 
 
    “Jeannette, you are moving into the business side too quickly,” said my wife.  She looked at me with compassion.  “Poor Edward hasn’t had a chance to get his head around the idea yet.” 
 
    “Well do you want to get into the polyamory thing?” asked Jeannette, looked at my wife with concern.  I could see that Julia exerted her own influence on Jeannette’s emotions.  Did this woman have a crush on my wife? 
 
    “I don’t want to hear about polyamory,” I said, making a cutting motion with my hand. 
 
    “It’s about transparency,” offered my wife hopefully. 
 
    “See, my cousin is a pimp, and we need to take Julia over to see him so he can judge how much to charge for her services,” said Jeannette. 
 
    “A pimp!” I squawked.  “I thought you had unions and stuff, why do you still need pimps?” 
 
    “Only a couple of the strip clubs have unions, honey, not the prostitutes,” my wife sighed. 
 
    “At least not yet, we are working on it,” said Jeannette, tapping the table with a finger. 
 
    “But union strippers can’t make the kind of money we need,” said Julia.  “And prostitutes need to make arrangements with pimps for security and payment enforcement.” 
 
    “You actually are going through with this?  Why you little slattern, you like the idea don’t you?”  I was shocked at the little smile that passed briefly over my wife’s face before she put on a hurt expression. 
 
    “How could you think that, Edward?” she begged.  “I’m just.  I think it’s been a long time since either of us had been with another person, um, sexually.  And I wouldn’t, err, be totally opposed to it?”  She ended her sentence with a question and I felt my mouth hanging open dumbly. 
 
    “You know, it happens to everyone, Edward,” said Jeannette, trying to seem sympathetic, and largely failing.  “Sex gets dull and predictable for long term monogamous couples, which is one of the drawbacks of monogamy, by the way.  Sex workers can become callous to it too, but we know a great counsellor who helps sex workers maintain healthy sexual relationships in their personal lives.  So you and Julia might actually end up with a better sex life than you have now.” 
 
    “Having sex indoors in a bed is already so much better than the sex under an overpass in a sleeping bag we will be having if we lose this house,” said Julia with a pout. 
 
    “Oh my god, I can’t believe you said that, it’s so classist,” laughed Jeannette, pointing a finger at Julia.  Then she turned to me and said,  “She’s right though, you don’t get much privacy under the overpass.  You’ll be surrounded by grizzled middle aged men of color who haven’t bathed or washed their clothes in weeks. That would make it really hard to get your groove on.” 
 
    “I think I hate both of you right now,” I said. 
 
    “Get in the car, we are going to Kamal’s house,” said my wife.  She and Jeannette exchanged a look of resignation, rose from the kitchen table, and headed for the door. 
 
    “But how is Kamal going to judge how much money you can earn?” I asked, tagging along behind my wife and her big bull dyke girlfriend.  I didn’t like the turn this evening was taking, but I have to admit that the idea of selling my wife’s sexual services in lieu of actually working for a living had a certain attraction.  I felt sort of proud that my wife would have a good monetary value on the market.  Maybe they were right.  Patriarchy and marriage do make me think of my wife as property.  And in a way, prostitution make my wife’s beauty and apparent sexual prurience more of a liquid asset. 
 
    “Julia is going to have to perform sexual acts with Kamal.  He’s an expert in this field and that’s how he determines how much people will be willing to pay,” said Jeannette.  Her expression was stony as she said it, and it made my heart flutter.  We were driving in Jeannette’s junky car to a section of Oakland by the Coliseum that was very rough and I locked my door instinctively.   
 
    “And you just expect me to go along with this?” I demanded. 
 
    “You are literally in the car, going along with us,” said my wife.  She was shaking both hands in front of her in exasperation. 
 
    “Don’t bother locking that, by the way,” said Jeannette.  “The carjackers have just been knocking the windows out with a brick lately.” 
 
    I gulped and kept my mouth shut.  What could I say?  Part of me didn’t believe that Julia would go through with this in the end.  I suspected that she would chicken out at the last minute.  After all, we could always go stay with my sister in Salt Lake City if things got really rough. 
 
    We pulled up in front of a beaten down looking cottage with peeling paint, white bars on the windows, and a formidable looking security door.   There was rubbish in the yard and the grass was brown with patches of bare dirt here and there. In the driveway of this veritable palace, was parked a shiny black Bentley, probably worth over a hundred thousand dollars.  A pitbull barked wildly, pulling on a chain that was fastened in the middle of the yard.  It was snarling and snapping at us before we even exited the car.  
 
    The front door opened and a huge bodyguard sort of fellow came out and quieted the dog before escorting us into the house. 
 
    He was a huge black man, built like a linebacker and he was even wearing a football jersey which heightened the effect.    He pursed his lips and shot me a brief dismissive glance.  “She brought the husband?” he asked Jeannette, as though I wasn’t even there, following along. 
 
    “It’s for transparency, Clarence,” chirped my wife. 
 
    “Whatever,” he sighed as he lead us into a tiny living room adorned in expensive leather furniture.  Three black men in their twenties were sitting and playing video games on some sort of massive monitor while hardcore rap pounded from expensive speakers all around.  I recognized Kamal immediately, since he was wearing a red suit and just looked like a pimp.  Clarence shut off the stereo as we arrived and Kamal and his two pals looked us over with interest. 
 
    “Wow, Julia, you brought your husband, huh?” he asked, smiling at my wife. 
 
    “Wow, you are literally wearing a red suit?” I said, gesturing at him with amazement. 
 
    Kamal, jumped to his feet and smoothed his satin lapels modestly.  “I like to think of it as ironic and self-referential.  But the fact is that a man of color wearing a red suit is what white suburban boys EXPECT to see in a pimp.  And by leveraging this narrative, I can more easily intimidate them and keep them in line.  I am tying in all the fears that they have of pimps from hollywood movies, turning the exploitive media to my own personal gain.” 
 
    “Ahh, right,” I said, reddening as Kamal’s pals tittered behind their hands at me.   I should have known I would be surrounded by Social Justice Warriors. 
 
    “Not everyone agrees that we should be perpetuating this narrative,” grumbled Jeannette, but she hugged her cousin nonetheless. 
 
    “We won’t need it after the revolution, sister,” said Kamal smoothly.  “But let’s get down to business, shall we?  Julia, come here and let me get a good look at you, darling.” 
 
    The tender way he took my wife’s hand made my blood boil.  But I just watched impotently as  she submissively stepped forward and then turned in a circle so he could examine her. 
 
    “She got a great booty and she got titties for days,” commented Clarence, nodding with approval. 
 
    “Can you chill with the objectification, Clarence?” asked Jeannette, her tone polite, but her eyes shooting daggers at him. 
 
    “Sister, please,” said Kamal with a wide grin that showed off his sparkling white teeth.  “You can see for yourself what Julia has going on.  Our brother is just observing the plain facts of the matter.  This is one well built white woman.” 
 
    “Oh please, stop,” said Julia.  “You are making me blush.”  And she was in fact blushing. 
 
    “No, no, that’s the wrong attitude,” said Kamal, his voice suddenly sharp and critical.  “Bitch you are trying to sell some merchandise here.  You don’t get all coy about it.  This shit is prime and you are demanding top dollar.  You need to sell that shit.” 
 
    “Wow, really?” asked my wife, taken aback and putting her hand on her chest. 
 
    “Yes, really,” said Kamal.  He shot me a brief glance then returned his attention to Julia.  “Now please disrobe like you mean it.  There is money on the line, honey.” 
 
    “What, you want her to strip naked right here in front of everyone?” I gasped, amazed at his audacity. 
 
    “I’m sorry, what’s your name, hubby?” he asked, scrunching up his face in annoyance. 
 
    “Edward,” I said, flinching from the stinkface he was presenting to me. 
 
    “Edward, please shut the fuck up,” he told me, voice laden with disgust.  “I know my business.  Don’t tell me how to run it.  I got a Bentley out front worth more than your house.” 
 
    “Well technically,” I began, but he cut me off. 
 
    “You know what I mean.  I’m the damn pimp, I know how to make a whore work for it.  And I have to teach your wife how to hook or you won’t make any damn money.  What part of cold hard cash for sex don’t you understand, motherfucker?” 
 
    “Don’t be like that with my husband, Kamal,” said my wife, showing a bit of backbone in my defense.  “It’s hard for him.  He hasn’t had time to internalize the counter-narrative.  Now let me  prove to you that I am worth lots of money and stuff.”  And my poor nerdy wife started unbuttoning the front of her blouse while her glasses practically steamed up.  Kamal’s friends broke out in open laughter as my wife fumbled awkwardly with her buttons. 
 
    “Oh shit, it’s like this huh?” he said shaking his head. 
 
    “I think it’s hot, actually,” said Clarence, grabbing his dick as he watched my wife struggle out of her shirt, revealing her very unsexy old brown bra, that barely contained her large white knockers. 
 
    “Yeah, the geek thing is sort of dirty,” added one of the fellows on the couch. 
 
    “Um, thanks? I guess?” said my wife, clearly vexed.  “I mean, I’ve never done this before.  You know, gotten naked in front of a bunch of black guys.”  She slipped her skirt off and stood in her brown ratty bra and her unmatching pink high waisted granny panties.  But she still looked sexy as hell with all her creamy white curves exposed like that.   
 
    “Why do you mention that we are black?  That’s just racist,” said the other fellow on the couch. 
 
    “Seriously, Julia, that’s not cool,” agreed Jeannette.  “If they were white guys would this be any easier?” 
 
    “Um, I don’t know, maybe?” said my wife, face flushed red with shame and she unfastened her bra and her tits came flooding out. 
 
    “Oh sweet jesus,” gasped Jeannette, her eyes fixed hungrily on Julia’s big jiggly white breasts and her hard pink nipples. 
 
    “Are these, acceptable?” asked Julia honestly, shimmying her shoulders to make them shake and bounce. 
 
    “Aww yeah,” said Kamal, licking his lips and fingering the growing bulge in his baggy pants.  His pants were cut zoot suit style and were very loose in front which made his dick seem huge. 
 
    “Ok, good, then how about my butt?” asked my wife innocently, pulling her panties down to expose her dark bush and then turning to offer Kamal her round white ass.  She bent over slightly and wiggled her rump at Kamal and his pals while Clarence and the guys on the couch clapped their hands on their heads and hooted.  Julia looked back over her shoulder at them.  “Jeez you guys, does this look OK or what?  I mean, you know, how much do you think it’s worth?” 
 
    I was in shock at the sight of my wife casually getting naked for this pimp and his cronies and asking for their opinion of her boyd.  Jeannette noticed how upset I was and said, “Breathe, Edward, breathe.  It will be alright.”  She made uplifting gestures with her hand and I admit I did feel a little better after taking a deep breathe. 
 
    “Julia, Julia,” said Kamal with a smile.  “You know how to sell it girl.  That’s fresh.  Let me see those titties.”  Kamal stepped forward and grasped my wife’s big dangling boobs, weighing them in his hands judiciously.  My wife giggled nervously and covered her mouth with one hand while Kamal felt her up. 
 
    “Um, really?” I asked in annoyance.  I noticed Jeannette looking on jealousy and realized that she wouldn’t mind getting her chubby paws on my wife’s rack either. 
 
    “Shush, I am inspecting the merchandise, man,” hissed Kamal as he pinched my wife’s large pink nipples, making them erect.   
 
    She looked at him tenderly as he fondled her boobks.  “Do you like my boobies?  Are they too saggy?  They used to be perkier.” 
 
    “Nah, nah, these are good and natural.  Too many hoes got these plastic bowls on their chests.  You making my dick real hard.”  He bent his head down and wrapped his big protruding lips around one of my wife’s erect nipples and started slurping on it noisily, making my wife gasp in surprise. 
 
    “Oh gosh,” said my wife cradling the pimps head in her hands in a tender gesture that filled me with fury.  “Well you are just like a big baby, have some boobie.” 
 
    Clarence had been checking out my wife’s bare round bottom as Kamal squeezed her breasts and he stepped forward and began pinching and grasping at her well defined ass cheeks.  Julia gave a little start and then looked back over her shoulder at Clarence with a sly grin. 
 
    “Does my butt meet with your approval, Clarence?  There isn’t too much cellulite, is there?” she asked, furrowing her brows with concern. 
 
    “Oh hells no,  this good booty,” grunted Clarence.  He slipped one hand between my wife’s thighs from behind, exploring her cooch and making her squeak in response. 
 
    “Clarence!  That’s my vagina,” gasped my wife gazing up him meekly as the huge black man loomed over her and fingered her snatch.  
 
    “Gotta see how tight that snatch be,” he told her gruffly. 
 
     “Oh my gosh, oh my gosh,” panted my wife, her face reddening as the big man slid a finger in and out of her cunt. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s good, nice and tight,” said Clarence with approval. 
 
    “Well Edward and I never had children,” said my wife modestly, gazing up into Clarence’s brown eyes with a docile smile. 
 
    “Let me see,” said Kamal, unfastening his mouth from my wife’s tit and sliding a hand down across her soft white belly and then down between her legs making her jump as he crammed his fingers into her twat.  ‘Oh, fuck yeah, that’s nice, she getting wet already.” 
 
    “I’m just, um, glad you gentlemen approve of my genitals,” gasped my wife, struggling to maintain composure as Kamal fingered her. 
 
    “Come kneel down and suck my dick for a minute.  Let’s see if you know how to suck a cock,” commanded Kamal, unzipping his trousers and pulling out his huge erect uncut penis.  
 
    I watched, paralyzed with fascination, my mouth dry as a bone, as my pretty naked wife tucked the hair behind one ear and dropped to her knees in workwomanlike fashion so that she could suck off this pimp in front of me. 
 
    “Hmm, you aren’t circumcised,” she said, pulling back Kamal’s foreskin and inspecting the shiny glans within.  “Is it sensitive?” she asked with curiosity as she lapped at the sticky head of his phallus, giving it a few tentative licks while he tilted his head back in pleasure. 
 
    “Not really,” he told her. 
 
    “Hmm, your erection is extremely hard,” she said, stroking the shaft of Kamal’s dong with both hands, wringing it out like a dishrag while he grunted and gasped..  “I like your penis.  It’s different from my husband’s.  Well, it’s a lot bigger to be honest.”  Then she engulfed it voraciously into her mouth and practically devoured Kamal’s cock while yanking strenuously on his shaft with her right hand and tickling his huge black nuts with the fingertips of her left hand.  I watched helplessly, unable to interfere, cowed by Clarence’s threatening glares as I watch my wife sucking off this strange man in front of everyone. 
 
    “Holy fuck, woman,” he exclaimed.  “Just, holy. fuck.” 
 
    “Do you want to ejaculate in my mouth?” my wife asked him as she resumed wringing out his penis with both hands like a washcloth.  “Or would you prefer that I slow down a little?”  She had that pragmatic yet compassionate tone in her voice that I always took for granted as a token of our long running intimacy.  But when she presented the same unvarnished familiarity to a total stranger, surrounded by onlookers, it had an incredibly kinky effect. 
 
    Kamal sensed it too, I saw him looking down with satisfaction at my gorgeous, middle aged wife’s white naked body.  Her boobs were swinging back and forth, her nipples grazing his thighs as she jerked his dick like a washerwoman.   She smiled up at him sweetly, and met his gaze openly as she handled his wang.  “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” grunted Kamal suddenly and he blew his wad indelicately all over my wife’s face.   
 
    “Oh, oh, sorry,” she gasped.  Then she hurriedly stuck the head of his penis into her mouth so that she could suck the last few spurts out of his dick.  “I should have slowed down, huh?” 
 
    “Holy shit,” huffed Kamal, wiping his brow.  “That was amazing.” 
 
    “Negro, I’ve never seen you blow your wad that fast, you losing your edge or what?” laughed Clarence. 
 
    “Fuck man,” panted Kamal with a smile.  “She has the face of an angel but the grip of a devil.  Bitch be yanking the juice right out a nigga, nothing I could do.  That’s a hundred dollar blowjob there.” 
 
    “The fuck it is, let me see,” demanded Clarence whipping out his massive dong and poking it indelicately into my wife’s face. 
 
    “Oh Clarence, my goodness, you are a well endowed fellow aren’t you?  Edward, have you ever seen such a thing?  It’s like a billy club!”  My wife turned to me with childish glee as she eagerly grabbed Clarence’s huge rod in both hands and throttled it like a chicken.  
 
    “Yeah, no, I’ve never seen such a thing as my wife sucking off one huge black man after another while I stood by and was forced to watch,” I said irritably as my prick swelled up against my will.  
 
    The veins stood out in her forearms as my wife wrestled the huge head of Calrence’s black cock into her mouth.  She had to open her jaw wide to accommodate him, while she was vigorously jerking his dick up and down. 
 
    “Let go of that possessiveness, Edward,” coaxed Jeanette.  “Julia is more than just your wife.  She’s everyone’s wife now.  Try to take that in.” 
 
    “Oh, no, oh no,” moaned Clarence as my wife’s head bobbed frantically up and down on his stiff rod.  “That shit’s unreal, there, awww, fuck,” he took my wife’s head in his hands and she gagged slightly as he filled her throat with cum.  She recovered quickly and looked up at him with admiration as she sucked the semen from his cock. 
 
    “My gosh Clarence, that was really a lot of cum!” said my wife enthusiastically.  “Do you always cum that much, or did I do an extra good job?” 
 
    “Woman, that was off the hook,” said Clarence, slapping his limp wet cock against my wife’s cheek affectionately. 
 
    “That will be one hundred dollars please,” said my wife with an impish grin, holding up a hand and smiling up at Clarence with her face full of jism. 
 
    “Ha, ha, that’s right.  You earned that shit, you worked for it alright,” said Clarence, pulling out a fat roll of cash from his pocket and peeling off a hundred from the outside and dropping it casually into my wife’s outstretched palm. 
 
    “Look honey!  My first trick,” said my wife holding up her money proudly. I felt sick with jealousy but I had to admit it was pretty hot to watch my wife servicing these other men.  She had such a cheerful and nonchalant manner about the whole affair that it was hard to be mad at her.  “Can I have one too, Kamal?” she asked.  “Was your blowjob good enough?  Was it worth money?” 
 
    “Oh hell yes,” agreed Kamal with a laugh.  “Niggas witness, this pimp never paid a hoe in his damn life, but this one special.  She suck like a monster, smile like a kitten.  Jeezy get over here and fuck her real quick.  We got to see how that pussy work, and I’m all spent.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll tap that,” said one of the fellows jumping up ardently and approaching my cum covered wife.   
 
    “Oh, hello Jeezy,” said my wife with a buoyant smile as she held out her hand to shake.  “Are we going to have sex now?  Pleased to meet you.” 
 
    Jeezy laughed self-consciously as he shook my wife’s hand.  “Julia, right?  I want some of that tight pussy, baby.”  He fondled his dick through her pants. 
 
    “Ok, I think I can accommodate that request,” said my wife with bright smile.  She walked on her knees over to Jeezy and casually unzipped his fly.  “It looks like your equipment is functional,” she added, pulling out his stiff cock and handing it gently.  
 
    “Bitch is so crazy,” laughed Jeezy, looking down at my wife with affection as she cradled his black balls in her hand and stroked his dick.   
 
    Julia scrutinized Jeezy’s penis closely for a moment.  “You have a very handsome penis, Jeezy,” she said sincerely.  “How do you want to, um, do me?” 
 
    “You can take it from behind,” he told her, gesturing for her to turn around.  He looked over at me with an inscrutable expression.  “You sure you can handle this, brah?” he asked me.  “I’m gonna dick your wife right here.” 
 
    “Yes, I see that,” I said stiffly.  And my penis grew stiffer as well at the sight of my wife candidly turning on all fours to offer her pussy to this horny black youth. 
 
    “Honey, this is strictly business,” she told me as Jeezy dropped to his knees behind her and pushed the head of his cock directly between my wife’s swollen labia and into her cunt.  “Oh god!” she gasped.  “Oh my, oh, oh, Jeezy, go slow, please,” she put her face down on the carpet and arched her back wantonly with her ass in the air so that Jeezy could penetrate her more readily.  “Jeezy!” she moaned, biting her lips. 
 
    “Yeah, say my name,” grunted Jeezy, slowly pushing his erect cock into my wife up the hilt and drawing it out again, slick with her juices. 
 
    “How that pussy?” asked Kamal with interest, bending down to get a good look as Jeezy worked his dick in and out of my wife. 
 
    “That shit tight, man, that shit tight,” groaned Jeezy.  “Lookit her work it, lookit lookit,” he crowed, holding my wife’s soft hips lightly as she twerked her ass back and forth on his cock. 
 
    “Oh, Jeezy, oh, yes,” groaned my wife, reaching back between her legs to finger herself as he fucked her.  Her shoulders were flat to the floor and her ass raised high as she worked it back and forth so that Jeezy hardly had to do any work at all.  “Cum inside me, please, please,” she begged.  Then I saw her shudder and wriggle as she reached climax herself. 
 
    “Bitch crazy, bitch crazy,” grunted Jeezy as he gripped my wife’s hips more tightly and gave her a few hard forceful thrusts before arching his back and groaning loudly. 
 
    “Ha, ha, nigga, couldn’t hold it, could you?” laughed Kamal, clapping his hands in delight. 
 
    “I’m cuming in there, hubby, nice full load, right inside your wife,” Jeezy told me with a proud smile. 
 
    “Ok, yeah, that’s great,” I said in confusion.  “You really should have worn a condom.” 
 
    “Of course, of course,” said Jeannette hurriedly.  “We will make sure all of Julia’s regular clients wear protection.” 
 
    “Was that satisfactory, Jeezy?” asked my wife, rolling over on her side cutely and looking up at him warmly.  “How much was that worth?” 
 
    “Shit so wild,” said Jeezy, shaking his head from side to side.  “Here’s two hundred, but you should get more from a John.  First you got those tits and booty, then you polite and introduce yourself, then you sound like you playing doctor, then that pussy crazy tight and you calling my name.  I’d tap that shit all day long.  You a lucky man, hubby.” 
 
    “Yeah, we gone do this.  Hot body, funny personality, and then she just yank the nut right out of you something fierce.  Julia will bring in some bank until that twat get worn out,” said Kamal, rubbing his hands together.   
 
    “Now now, don’t worry about that,” said Jeanette, holding up hand.  “Julia will be doing kegels to maintain vaginal tone.” 
 
    “Of course, all the female sex workers we counsel do those exercises,” said my wife, standing up shakily.  She reached down between her legs, giggling with embarrassment.  “Jeezy, your cum is dripping out.  You filled me up with semen.  Can I go wash up?” 
 
    “Oh yeah, oh yeah, of course baby,” said Kamal.  He took Clarence by the shoulder and urged him forward.  “Clarence, take Julia in back and show her the bathroom.  And get her a clean towel out of the closet.” 
 
    “Thanks Clarence,” said my wife as he led her along. “I’ll let you scrub my back for twenty dollars.” 
 
    “Ha, ha, you picking up that game alright,” laughed Clarence as he took my wife away to get washed up. 
 
    “What are we talking?” asked Jeannette, turning a hard face to her cousin. 
 
    “Oh she’s a natural, she’s got a great rapport with the Johns and she works quick,” said Kamal rubbing his hands together with excitement.  “Shit, she turned three tricks in twenty minutes right here.  I think she could do parties.  She’s thick so the blacks and latinos will go nuts for her.”  The thought of my wife getting gangbanged by minorities for money made me groan out loud eliciting a look of disgust from Kamal.   
 
    “No, no, Kamal,  I brought her to you because I wanted your opinion, but I’ve got bigger plans for Julia,” said Jeannette.  “We will need you and Clarence for muscle, but I want to take her to the Duchess.  Your clientele is too downmarket.  Julia is out of their league.  The Duchess has those Silicon Valley contacts.  That’s where the real money is, my brother.” 
 
    “That’s true, that’s true,” sighed Kamal, putting his cock away and zipping up again.  “We’ll bring the muscle fo sho.  And you need to launder the cash flow, so we are all setup with that of course.  And maybe we can bring Julia back here to party with the niggas now and then.  You can tell she like that black cock.” 
 
    “Yeah she does,” agreed Jeannette with a snort. 
 
    “Um, don’t I have any say in these matters?” I asked peevishly. 
 
    “I mean, not really,” said Jeannette.  “I only let you come along because Julia insisted.  What’s taking them so long anyway?” she asked, looking at her watch. 
 
    Just then my wife and Clarence came back into the room, hand in hand.  My wife’s hair was still damp from her shower and they both wore big grins on their face.  My wife had a towel wrapped around herself and went about picking up her clothes from the floor. 
 
    “Sorry, Clarence got hard again when I let him scrub my back for free and I convinced him to fuck me in the shower.  He agreed to pay for it too.  I’m getting good at this,” said my wife with a sunny smile as she slid her panties back on up under her towel. 
 
    “She drives a tough bargain,” agreed Clarence, watching with interest as Jeannette rushed to hold the towel so Julia could struggle back into her bra with some modesty. 
 
    “Nigga, you spent three hundred dolla on that ho?” laughed the other fellow on the couch, who had been watching quietly throughout. 
 
    “Baller, I love you, brotha, but you don’t know that pussy,” laughed Clarence, slapping his thigh for emphasis. 
 
    “Yeah, that some good pussy,” murmured Jeezy in agreement as he took up his game controller. 
 
    “Shut up, Baller,” sneered Kamal.  “How many hundreds you spent on bottle service at the club last weekend?  And just end up with that skinny skank with her bad weave?” 
 
    Everyone broke out laughing at Baller as he held up his hands in surrender and ducked his head. 
 
    “Well now we have money for groceries at least,” said Julia, now fully dressed and holding 6 crisp franklins. 
 
    “Uh, can I get my ten percent?” asked Jeanette. 
 
    “I don’t have change, but here’s a hundred,” said my wife handing over the bill.  “The rest is tax free, so I’m happy.” 
 
    “Well, not exactly, you need to fill out a W9 actually,” said Kamal.  “The government takes notice when money just starts appearing out of nowhere in your bank account, baby.  We are going to put you on the payroll as a waitress at the Soul Food BBQ Shack we run as a front operation.” 
 
    “So you are really writing this all off as a business expense,” I said with admiration.   
 
    “Of course,” said Kamal. 
 
    As mad as I was about the callous way this pimp used my wife for sex right in front of me, I had to admire some creative accounting when I saw it. 
 
    The End 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Wife Wears Leotard For Male Friend 
 
    by Gustav Jorgenson 
 
    copyright 2016 by Gustav Jorgenson 
 
      
 
    VIXEN 
 
      
 
    I guess when you’ve married a vixen, there isn’t much you can do to control her.  She is going to pretty much do as she pleases and you may as well enjoy the ride.  This story is a case in point.   One balmy summer evening, my wife Mary came into the living room wearing a lacy white leotard that clung to her body, showing off her body shamelessly. It was translucent and she wasn’t wearing any bra or panties, so I could see the outline of her large round breasts and even her pink nipples and the dark patch of her pubic hair through the transparent material. 
 
    “How do you like it?” she asked me.  She looked bashful and nervous as she stood before me. 
 
    My eyes were drawn to her pale legs, her well formed calves and thighs totally exposed.  She was forty now, but her thighs were still nice and tight with no sign of cellulite.  I ran my gaze up to my wife’s generous hips and narrow waist.  I gripped my crotch as my penis swelled up in appreciation of the sight my wife’s sexy body.    “You look awesome, come here.” 
 
    “Wait,”she said.  She looked at the clock, avoiding my eye.  “I’m having my friend Richard from work over.  He’s going to be here any minute.” 
 
    “Shit,” I said, disappointed.  “Well, you better go change then, sounds like you don’t have much time.”  I sat idly admiring her lovely bared collarbones, wishing we had time for a shag. 
 
    “I wore this for him, actually,” she told me, blushing deeply.  “I want him to see me in it.”  She turned to the mirror on the wall and reached down the front of her leotard to readjust her breasts so that her nipples were facing forward and centered properly. 
 
    I just sat there perplexed for a minute, letting this sink in.  My stomach felt cold with jealousy.  But my groin was filling with arousal as I watched my gorgeous wife adjust herself.  “Wait, what?” I asked. 
 
    “Do you think it’s sexy?” she asked.  She had a hopeful look on her face. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s a little too sexy to be showing to Richard,” I said.  I normally wouldn’t dream of telling my wife how to dress, but this was pretty outrageous.  “I mean, I can see right through that thing, you are practically naked.” 
 
    “I know,” she breathed.  She reached down between her legs slipped a few fingers in the side of her leotard so that she could rub herself.  “But I can’t exactly greet him totally naked, that would be too forward, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    “Um, yes,” I agreed, truly shocked as I watched my wife fingering herself distractedly.  “Yes, that would be pretty forward.  But, what you thinking? This outfit is ridiculously forward too.” 
 
    “Good,” she sighed, seeming relieved as she pulled her fingers out of herself and rearranged the crotch of her leotard. 
 
    “But, but,” I stammered, unsure of what to say.   
 
    “What’s the matter?” she asked me.  She was trying to pretend that showing her body to another man was a perfectly normal thing to do and she looked me in the eye with a straight face.  “Is that going to be a problem?” 
 
    I paused to think it over for minute.  Was she toying with me?  My wife was very wilful sometimes.  If she really wanted something, I’ve learned the hard way not to oppose her.  She seemed like she was trying to play some sort of sexual game. I had to admit, it seemed pretty exciting, but I was also a bit embarrassed by the idea.  Would Richard tell everyone that I was some sort of wimp that let his wife show off her body to other men for kicks?  That would be humiliating.  But as I sat there, looking at my wife’s jiggling breasts, the doorbell rang. 
 
    “Ok, ok.  That’s going to be Richard,” said my wife.   She flapped her hands in front of her face, a motion that she also did when trying to calm her nerves before a public speaking event or when we were entertaining important guests, but in this outfit, it just made her boobs bounce up and down distractingly.  “Seymour, you need to answer the door.  I can’t go out there like this.  The neighbors might see me.” 
 
    “You are worried about the neighbors seeing you half naked, but not about Richard?” I laughed at my wife’s selective modesty. 
 
    “Well, yes, of course,” she told me with exasperation.  The doorbell rang again.  “Go, go, don’t just sit there.  Bring him in to me.”  My wife extended her arm and pointed a finger toward the front door, her voice becoming urgent and demanding. 
 
    I jumped to my feet and obeyed her.  Not many people could really oppose my wife when she had her mind set to something.  She was a headstrong woman.  I ran to the front door and opened it to find Richard standing on our porch wearing an expensive suit and holding a bottle of wine.  He was a tall, dark haired fellow with strong features.  Just the sort of guy my wife would be attracted to.  I suddenly felt very awkward to be inviting this guy in to see my wife in her leotard.  I felt like I was presenting her to her suitor. 
 
    “Ah, hello, Seymour,” said Richard, clearly surprised.  “I, uh, wasn’t expecting you.” 
 
    “I do live here, Richard,” I said with a smirk.  “But please, do come in.  Mary is expecting you.  She is, uh, in the living room.” 
 
    Richard recovered his composure quickly.  “Great, thanks.  I brought a bottle of wine,” he said offering the bottle to me.  “I didn’t mean to suggest that, that you shouldn’t be here in your own home or anything like that.” 
 
    “Oh, I know, I know, think nothing of it,” I said, taking the bottle and feeling nauseous with anticipation as I lead Richard in to show him my unclothed wife.  It was a nice bottle of Napa Cabernet, which happened to be my favorite.  Mary was standing in the middle of the living room as I brought Richard in.   
 
    He stopped short at the sight of her and stared at her, running his eyes up and down her body hungrily. “Oh, wow.  That’s quite an outfit,” he told Mary. 
 
    “Do you like it?” she asked innocently.  “I wore it especially for you.”  She did a little twirl for him so that he could admire her nice round rear as well.  I felt queasy about the way she was presenting herself to him. 
 
    Richard looked over at me with confusion.  “Well, yes, that certainly sends a message.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean,” she said lightly.  Then she noticed the wine in my hands.  “Oh, did you bring wine?  What is it?” 
 
    “It’s a Napa Cab,” I said.  Richard was looking at my wife’s body and then back at me and he was struggling to understand what was going on.  I think he wished I wasn’t here and I felt the same about him. 
 
    “Well, that’s your favorite, Seymour,” said my wife.  “Do open it up and pour us all a glass.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” I said.  I gulped down my jealousy and scurried off to the kitchen obediently. 
 
    “Jeez, Mary, what’s your husband doing here?” I heard Richard whisper in the other room. 
 
    “Why Richard, what do you mean?” asked my wife in a normal voice.  “Where else would my husband be?” 
 
    I grabbed the glasses and wine opener and rushed back to the living room. 
 
    “Well, look how you are dressed,” said Richard rubbing his head in bewilderment as I returned with the glasses. 
 
    “You said you like how I dressed for you,” said my wife, giving him a playful smile.  “This is a fascinating little leotard.  Did you know it unsnaps at the crotch?” she said, putting her hands down between her legs. 
 
    I nearly broke the cork trying to open the wine and Richard gave me a long thoughtful look as I shakily poured out three glasses.  “Reeeally?” he asked as I handed him his glass.  He nodded thanks and then looked me right in the eye with one eyebrow raised as he spoke to Mary.  “Will you show me?” 
 
    My wife broke out laughing and I felt the blood drain from my face.  “Of course not, don’t be naughty,” she told him.  She was enjoying herself, and Richard seemed to be testing the waters to see how much flirting he could get away before I would object.  I handed Mary her wine and quickly took a long draught of my own. 
 
    “Oh, that’s a good cab,” I admitted as the big fruity bouquet hit my palate.  I took another long drink to settle my nerves.  I didn’t mention his saucy comment and Richard was smiling into his glass as he drank his. 
 
    “Yes, it is good,” agreed my wife.  She looked at me carefully for a moment.   “But look, here, you haven’t hugged me hello yet, Richard,”  she said, putting her glass on the side table and spreading her arms expectantly. 
 
    Richard looked my wife’s body up and down again and then brazenly fixed his gaze on her breasts.  He licked his lips, probably picturing himself licking my wife’s pink nipples. 
 
    Mary raised her arms above her head to make her boobs jut out more.  “What are you staring at?” she asked him with an impish grin.  She knew damn well what he was staring at, that vixen.  I felt my mouth go dry and my stomach was roiling with anxiety.  This level of flirting was pretty intense for me to watch my wife partake in. 
 
    “Oh, you’ve got lovely eyes,” said Richard, reaching down to adjust the bulge growing in his trousers. 
 
    “My eyes are up here,” said my wife, pointing dramatically at her eyes with both hands.  “Not down here.” She reached down to tweak her nipples, making them grow stiff and erect.  And they were clearly visible to Richard and I through that lacy leotard. 
 
    “Um, yeah,” I said, feeling my own erection growing painfully stiff.  Richard gave me an evil grin and then returned his gaze to my wife’s body.  He was adapting to this situation better than I was. 
 
    “I’m still waiting for my hug,” pouted my wife, making a pretty face for him. 
 
    “Oh yeah, come here then,” he growled, deep in his throat.  I watched in sick fascination as he and my wife came together in a full embrace.  My wife pressed her entire body against his eagerly.  He squeezed her hip with one hand and rubbed the small of her back with the other, getting dangerously close to her buttocks as I looked on. 
 
    “Mmmm, hello there,” purred my wife, putting her cheek against his chest as she pressed her boobs against him and he ground his ground his crotch into her belly.  I had to admit, it was pretty exciting to see my half-naked wife rubbing herself up against the stylishly suited Richard, in his jacket and tie.  But I was also becoming consumed with jealousy as the hug went on and on for several moments. 
 
    “That’s uh, quite a friendly hug,” I offered, pouring myself a second glass of wine.  I could feel the alcohol kicking in and I felt a little more capable of handling this wickedly erotic scene. 
 
    “I like long warm hugs,” murmured my wife, squeezing him tightly around the waist. 
 
    “I like warm buns, too,” said Richard, winking at me as he reached down and pinched my wife’s butt cheek. 
 
    “How DARE you!” shrieked my wife gleefully.  She pulled away and slapped Richard’s chest.  “Did you see that, honey?” she asked, looking back at me with a coltish grin.  “He’s getting frisky with me.” 
 
    “Ha, ha, yes,” I coughed out a laugh.  “Don’t be fresh, mister,” I said, wagging a finger at him good naturedly.  “That’s my wife you are manhandling over there.” 
 
    “She loves it,” said Richard confidently.  He took up his wine and sat down on our tufted leather chesterfield.   
 
    “I most certainly do not,” she scolded, putting her heels together, bending at the waist, and wagging her own finger at Richard with the other hand on her hip.  She looked really sexy like that, with her rear jutting out and her cleavage dangling down.  “I expect you to keep your hands to yourself.  You can look but not touch.” 
 
    “Well, let me look then, show me that caboose,” he said, finishing off his wine with a flourish.  “And can I have some more wine, please?” 
 
    “Seymour, can you pour Richard, another glass, I need to show him my caboose,” said Mary.  Then she turned and presented her rear to him, still bent over at the waist and looking over her shoulder expectantly.  “What do you think?”  She wiggled her butt for him and my stomach turned icy with jealousy. 
 
    “Hmm, not bad, not bad.  Can you twerk it a little or something?” he said rubbing his chin thoughtfully as he examined my wife’s round white rump. 
 
    “Ok, this is getting a little weird,” I said hesitantly, gazing at my wife’s amazing ass as I filled Richard’s glass with wine.  But my voice trailed off as she started working her hips side to side making her butt do fascinating things.  My erection was standing fully at attention as I watched. 
 
    “How’s this?” she asked him coquettishly. 
 
    “That’s real good,” he grunted, fingering the bulge in his lap rudely.  “Come here and plop that booty in my lap,” he urged. 
 
    “No!” said my wife, dancing away from him.  “You get up and dance with me.  Seymour, put some music on.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to put on,” I complained.  But Mary glared a warning at me and I quickly grabbed my iPad and opened the music app that controlled the stereo.  I settled on “Toxic” by Britney Spears since my wife liked that one. We aren’t really up on the latest music.  
 
    Mary cooed with delight when she heard the song and she motioned with her finger for Richard to get up and join her.  Richard stood up, his gaze locked with my wife’s exposed body, visible through her translucent leotard, as she swiveled her hips back and forth to the beat, luring him. I stood by helplessly, watching as Mary wrapped her arms around Richard’s neck and did the most sexually suggestive moves she could think of.  She did little thrusts with her groin, simulating coitus.  Then she shimmied her shoulders to make her untethered boobs bounce wondrously.  I was transfixed by her wanton and animalistic moves and so was Richard.  I could see him drinking in the sight of my wife. 
 
    At one point, he grabbed her and spun her forcefully around.  I could see the huge priapic lump in his pants as he jammed his boner up against my wife’s rear.  He gripped her by the hips and basically dry humped her from behind doing that black dance called the grind.  My wife gasped and made an “o” of her mouth.  She put her hand over her mouth in mock indignation. 
 
    “Honey, look what Richard’s doing back there,” she teased me. 
 
    “I see that,” I gasped, adjusting my own boner with one hand while I quickly drank more wine with the other. 
 
    “It’s just a dance, Mary,” he told her as he humped her to the beat.  “Don’t you like it?” 
 
    “No, it’s too nasty.  It’s very sexual,” she panted, pushing her rear up against him urgently in contradiction to her words.  Hips don’t lie they say.  Hips don’t lie. 
 
    “Yeah, you feel that?  You feel what I got for you?” he asked her in a guttural tone.  He had clearly stopped caring what I thought about the whole situation at some point.  I guess I had been too lenient and now the situation was out of my control.  But I consoled myself with the realization that I could never really control Mary any way.  She was her own woman. 
 
    “Uhg, I don’t  know, WHAT, you are talking about,” my wife groaned.  I watched with enchantment as her big breasts swayed back and forth, their full round shape clearly outlined by the thin material of the leotard. 
 
    Richard didn’t look at me as he reached between her legs and unsnapped the fasteners of her leotard at her crotch. 
 
    “You cad!” she cried.  “How dare you!” My wife pulled away from him suddenly and covered her vagina with her hands.  The leotard was open at the bottom now and bunched around her waist. She and Richard stood facing each other, both of them were flushed with arousal and breathing heavily.  Mary contemplated the protrusion in Richard’s trousers with interest.  “You can’t undress me like that.  It isn’t proper.  Now close your eyes while I refasten my leotard.” 
 
    “Ok, whatever you say,” he told her.  But he just half-closed his eyes and didn’t turn away. 
 
    Mary saw this clearly but she took her hand away anyway, giving him and I a nice long look at her bush. 
 
    “Mary, he’s looking, he’s looking,” I stammered, tattling on him like an excited schoolboy. 
 
    Mary sighed with resignation as she deftly pulled her leotard back down and snapped it closed at the crotch again. 
 
    “Seymour,  I think you should go in the other room for a minute,” she told me with a smoldering look.  “Richard and I need to talk about how naughty he is being.  I might need to punish him.” 
 
    “Uh, really?” I gulped.  Things were totally out of hand at this point, but there was nothing I could do.  I couldn’t oppose Mary when her jaw was set like that. 
 
    “Really,” she told me with a decisive tone.  I decided I had better just leave, even though I knew damn well that she and Richard were going to fool around in here once I was gone. 
 
    “I’ll just go into the den for a minute,” I offered. 
 
    “That’s a good idea,” she told me.  “I don’t want you to see what happens next.” 
 
    Richard never took his eyes off my wife as I grabbed the last of the wine and evacuated the living room. 
 
    Halfway down the hall, I stopped and crept silently back, hiding just around the corner so that I could hear what they were saying.  I figured she would be too distracted to actually come and check to see if I went to the den or not. 
 
    “You’ve been a very bad boy,” I heard Mary tell Richard in a smoky voice. 
 
    “You’ve been a bad girl,” rejoined Richard.  “Showing me your body like that.” 
 
    “You pushed you penis against my bum,” my wife told him softly. 
 
    “That’s because you made it really hard dancing around half naked,” he mumbled.  There was some rustling that I couldn’t make out. 
 
    “I wasn’t naked, I have this leotard on,” said my wife innocently. 
 
    “Yeah, right, it doesn’t leave much to the imagination,” he laughed. 
 
    “You tried to take it off me,” she said.  “Why are you trying to undress me?  Do you want to see me naked?” 
 
    “Now that your husband is gone, that sounds like a good idea,” he agreed. 
 
    “But his den is only just down the hall, he could come back at any minute,” said my wife.  But I heard her unsnap her leotard again. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, do it, take it off,” he urged, his voice thick with lust.  My blood was pounding in my ears as I listened and I took a swig directly from the bottle as I unzipped my fly.  I started pulling on my penis as I heard the soft sound of my wife’s leotard coming off.  I could picture her standing naked before him, knowing full well that I was no more than 50 feet away and it nearly made me come.  She was being a very bad wife and it was turning me on. 
 
    “Is this what you wanted to see?” she asked him innocently. 
 
    “You’ve got a hot fucking body.  My dick is as hard as a rock,” he told her.  “Look at it.”  I heard him unzip his fly and my wife gasped. 
 
    “Wow, that’s a big boner,” she said in surprise. 
 
    “Go ahead touch it,” he coaxed.   I fapped away as I listened to my wife seducing her lover,  trying not to make too much noise as I stroked myself. 
 
    “Ooh, that’s nice,” purred my wife.  Then she paused. “Do you hear something?”  My stomach twisted and I ceased jerking myself for a minute, gripping the purple head of my swollen cock in my hand.  “I can’t believe we are doing this.  My husband is just in the other room.” 
 
    “I know, it’s pretty hot isn’t it?” he said.  I heard the rhythmic sound of my wife stroking his dick.  “Oh, yeah, choke up on it,” he gurgled in arousal. 
 
    “How dare you pop such a hard boner,” scolded my wife.  “Now I need to suck it.” 
 
    “Yeah, suck it,” he urged.  Then I heard the unmistakable slurping sounds as my wife went down on Richard.  I started stroking myself again and I quickly came, spurting stream after stream of cum all over the carpet in the hallway.  I looked down in annoyance, disappointed that I hadn’t had any tissues handy.  We were going to need to clean that up somehow tomorrow.  I felt spent and satisfied but I was still feeling a little jealous, so I decided to freak my wife and her lover out a little. 
 
    “Honey, what are you two doing in there?  Can I come back in?” I called from the hallway. I fought to contain my laughter as I heard my wife choke. 
 
    “Oh shit,” gasped Richard. 
 
    “Uh, don’t come in, dear,” yelped my wife frantically.  “I’m um, teaching Richard a lesson.” 
 
    “Well, Ok, I’ll just go out and get some fresh air,” I called and I stopped by the bathroom to clean up a bit before heading out.   
 
    Once outside, I snuck around the side of the house and hid in the bushes, peeking in through the living room window as Richard threw my naked wife onto the couch.  He didn’t bother taking his suit off, he just climbed on top of my wife’s pale nude form,  fully clothed with his dick sticking out of his trousers. I watched in a mixture of pain and arousal as he fucked her, her legs spread wide for him and his rear pumping up and down like a piston as he violated my wilful wife.  I could hear her cries of passion through the closed window and it made me hard again, so I started jerking myself again as I watched this interloper owning my wife.  When I saw him finally pull out and spurt a load all over my wife’s belly, it made me cum a second time.  I didn’t worry about dropping my seed in the bushes, I wouldn’t need to clean that up later, the snail could eat it. 
 
    I watched as Richard kissed my wife on the cheek and then zipped himself up and beat a hasty retreat.  I waited until I heard his car pull away before heading back into the house. 
 
    When I got inside, I found my wife still naked and covered in cum, languidly lying on the couch. 
 
    “Jeepers, honey, did you take your leotard off in front of him?” I asked her, feigning shock and suspicion. 
 
    “No of course not dear, don’t be silly,” she said.  “Richard left a while ago.  I was just getting comfortable.” 
 
    “What all this sticky stuff on your belly?” I asked her with a frown, struggling not to break out laughing. 
 
    “Um, hair gel?” she asked me hopefully. 
 
    “Whatever,” I said.  “I’m just going to open another bottle of wine.” 
 
    “That’s a fine idea, dear,” she said, stretching fitfully, clearly satisfied with herself and enjoying her post-orgasm glow. 
 
    The next day, Mary found the cum stains on the carpet in the hallway.   She didn’t say anything to me about it as I watched her cleaning up.  But I heard her on the phone inviting Richard over again for dinner the next night and I heard her tell him that her husband wouldn’t mind him coming back over at all.  Maybe she was right.  Maybe I didn’t mind.  Maybe I was a lucky fellow to have such a wanton slut for a wife.  It was pretty exciting. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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I was feeling a little embarrassed as my wife Ashley and I pulled into the parking lot of the Hyatt where her 10 year college reunion was being held.  We were both out of work at the time and I was worried that people might look down on us.   Events like this always involve status games where people subtly try to one-up each other with their accomplishments.  But it’s not as though I had anything better to do, so I gritted my teeth and went along. 
 
    We did a pretty good job of avoiding the topic of our employment until Michelle bumped into a group of guys she used to know.  This guy Brad seemed to be the “alpha male” of the bunch and her wore a perpetual smirk and sunglasses on the back of his head.  He struck me as a complete prick, and he and his friends were the only ones that didn’t bother dressing up for the event.  While everyone wore suits and dresses, he and his crew wore basketball shorts and football jerseys.  I immediately disliked them. 
 
    “Omigod, Brad, it’s been so long, how are you?” squealed my wife gleefully as she threw herself into his arms.  I felt a little uncomfortable at how long they embraced and how enthusiastically my wife pressed her body up against him.  I cleared my throat when he started fondling her ass cheeks and his buddies all started nudging each other and gesturing at my reaction with amusement.  My wife shot me a guilty look and pulled away from him reluctantly. 
 
    “Whoa, Ashley, you still look fucking hot as shit,” laughed Brad, holding up her hand as she did a little twirl for him so he could check out her body.   My face burned with jealousy and shame as he and his two friends ogled her slim figure and protruding tits and ass, shown to good advantage by her little black cocktail dress.  “Look at that ass, Tommy!” 
 
    “I see it, still popping for sure,” laughed the one called Tommy, giving me a twisted smile while he commented on my wife’s body. 
 
    My wife giggled and blushed, and I could tell she was a little drunk and loving the attention.  But then she noticed my reaction and came back over and wrapped her arm around my neck and kissed my cheek. 
 
    “Stop it you guys, you are going to upset my husband,” she laughed, her eyes shining with excitement.  “Brad, Tommy, Rick, this is my husband, Alvin.” 
 
    They all broke out laughing when they heard my full name and I gritted my teeth in annoyance that my wife would introduce me that way.  “Where are the chipmunks, Alvin?” asked Brad and his buddies broke out in braying bouts of laughter. 
 
    “Ah, everyone just calls me Al,” I said, straightening my tie in indignation. 
 
    “Of course they do, Alvin,” said Brad dismissively.  “Of course they do.” 
 
    “Brad and the boys were good friends with my girlfriend Lisa and I back at school.  They were total slackers and were always dragging us off to parties and interrupting our study nights,” she gave Brad a warm smile as she reminisced.  “You boys were such a bad influence on us,” she said shaking a finger at them playfully.  “I’m surprised you ever graduated.” 
 
    “I should have partied even more than I did given how much help my degree turned out to be,” said Brad with a broad smile.  “No one gives a fuck about a degree in my business.”  His buddies snorted agreement. 
 
    Ashley tilted her head quizzically.  “What business are you in now, Brad?” 
 
    “Adult entertainment,” he said, tilting his head back slightly and putting on refined air. 
 
    “Oh, yes, nothing but the finest gentlemen's entertainment,” seconded Tommy with a mocking british accent. 
 
    “Wait, you mean, like, porn?” I blurted out in spite of myself. 
 
    “Honey, don’t be like that,” said Brad giving me a hurt expression.  “That’s such a demeaning term.”  I frowned back at him for calling me ‘honey.’ 
 
    My wife gasped and covered her mouth dramatically.  “Oh. My. God.  Wait until Lisa hears about this.  She will absolutely lose it.” 
 
    “Oh, she knows, we’ve kept in touch via Facebook,” said Rick.  “She wouldn’t talk to us for a while after she first found out, but she forgave us eventually.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you guys,” said Ashley, her expression hardening.  “Porn?  Are you serious?  That is so. Gross!” 
 
    “I know, I know,” said Brad, soothingly, making patting motions with his hands.  “It’s a dirty business, I won’t deny it, but it pays, my dear, it pays.” 
 
    “We are getting close to 8 figure revenues this year,” said Rick with a shrug. 
 
    “Do you know what percentage of internet traffic is basically porn?” asked Tommy. 
 
    “Uh, no,” I admitted. 
 
    “Neither do I, actually,” chuckled Tommy.  “But I’m sure it’s a fuckload.” 
 
    “You guys,” whined Ashley.  “Porn is demeaning to women.  It’s not cool.” 
 
    “It’s true, Ashley.  I can’t deny it,” said Brad.  “But if we don’t do it, then some other fucking pricks will be fucking all those chicks and raking in all that cash.” 
 
    “I don’t want to hear this,” said my wife, covering her face in shame.  “Are you saying that you actually act in these porn movies yourself?” 
 
    “Not me,” chirped Rick.  “Brad and Tommy do though.  I handle the accounting and the distribution deals.” 
 
    “I shouldn’t be surprised that Brad became a porn star with that big old dick of his,” sighed my wife.  “But I’m surprised Tommy is willing to put his little peter on video.” 
 
    Tommy flushed beet red and frowned but Brad and Rick laughed along with Ashley at that and I turned to my wife in shock. 
 
    “Ashley!  How the heck do you know how big their penises are?” I sputtered lividly. 
 
    “Oops,” she said, blushing deeply.  “Too much information, right?  I mean, those were college days, you know.”  She squeezed my hand in reassurance.  “They were always getting drunk and taking their clothes off and streaking around on campus.” 
 
    “And taking you and Lisa skinny dipping,” said Brad, leering at Ashley lecherously. 
 
    “Just that once,” she admitted, her cheeks bright red with embarrassment. 
 
    “Anyway, enough about us,” said Brad, holding up a hand to forestall my further objections.  “What do YOU do for a living, Alvin?”   
 
    My throat went dry and my stomach lurched.  I should have seen this coming, but I was caught off guard.  “I, uh, am I between jobs right now.” 
 
    “Oh wow, you are living off of your wife?” chortled Tommy with a smile. 
 
    “Good for you, man! Good for you,” said Brad with a gleeful glint in his eye.  “Hitch a plow to that mule and make her work.” 
 
    “Don’t call me that,” giggled Ashley, slapping Brad’s shoulder affectionately.  “I’m no mule, but I would gladly work to support my husband, and I intend to get another job real soon.  But the company I was working for got downsized and I was laid off last year.” 
 
    There was an awkward silence, as the boisterous trio exchanged glances with each other.  I almost wished one of them would just make a prickish joke about the situation so we could laugh it off. 
 
    “Ah, you know, the job market is kind of tough right now, but I still have a few more weeks of unemployment left,” I added lamely, feeling like a real downer when I said it. 
 
    “Yeah, I know one of us will find something soon,” said my wife, forcing a smile.  But I knew she was as worried as I was.   
 
    “Well, I mean, you could just take a temp job until something better came along,” said Rick with a pained expression. 
 
    “Then the benefits get cut off,” I sighed. 
 
    “And we need to find work that pays enough for us to afford the mortgage,” said my wife.  Then she noticed everyone’s glum mood and tried to lighten up the conversation.  She laughed half-heartedly.   “But you know, everything will work out for us.  Let’s change the subject.  Have you guys seen Harriet around?“ 
 
    ”Harriet?  No, haven’t seen her,” said Brad distractedly as he stroked his chin.  “Hey, look, I know this might sound crass, but would you consider doing some shoots with us?” 
 
    “Holy shit, come on man,” choked Tommy in surprise.  “You’re going too far now.” 
 
    “Ashley does still has a great body,” put in Rick, eyeing my wife up and down, appraising her like a piece of meat.  I felt anger flooding my chest and my ears were burning with ire. 
 
    “She’s a married woman, for christ’s sake,” complained Tommy.  I was impressed to see him legitimately offended, and respected him more immediately.   
 
    “We’ll bring Alvin along too and go for that cuckold niche,” said Brad, warming up to the idea.  “Look at him, pale and nerdy.  He’d make a great cuck.” 
 
    “I’m not even going to pretend to take this idea seriously,” said my wife, tossing her head loftily and making a flicking motion with her fingers. 
 
    “What’s a cuckold?” I asked, in spite of myself. 
 
    “It’s a guy that get’s off on watching his wife get fucked by other guys,” said Rick reasonably.  “It’s a thing.  I’ve been in this business long enough that I don’t judge any of these weird fetishes.  I mean as long as everyone is a consenting adult and no one gets hurt.” 
 
    “But I’m not consenting,” I blurted, clenching my fists in frustration. 
 
    “Honey, please, calm yourself,” said my wife, patting my chest gently.  “The boys are just teasing us.  Don’t let them get your goat.” 
 
    “Ah, yeah, well,” said Brad, rubbing his head bashfully.  “I know we can be real pricks sometimes, Ashley.  But you know, we were always good friends to you and Lisa and we always looked out for you.” 
 
    “I know Brad, I know,” said my wife warmly.  “I remember that time that Lisa and I were partying with those Alpha Phi Alpha guys and we drank too much and passed out.” 
 
    “They doped you,  you guys didn’t just pass out,” said Tommy hotly. 
 
    “What happened?” I asked, curious about my wife’s wild past but a little afraid to find out more. 
 
    “Well they had Lisa and I half undressed on a couch in the livingroom of their frat house.  There must of been twenty Alpha Phi  brothers standing around watching, but Brad and the boys got wind of it and barged right into the center of things and broke it up.  They threw blankets over us and carried us right out of there.” 
 
    “That was pretty fucking hairy,” admitted Rick.  “I thought we were going to get our asses kicked for sure.” 
 
    “Nah, Rick, they knew they were wrong, deep down.  Once we showed them we had the balls to stand up to them, they backed down pretty easy,” said Brad with a wave of his hand.  Then he turned to Ashley.  “So yeah, my point is that, the boys and I are on your side.  You know, if you ever need a loan or anything.” 
 
    “I don’t take handouts, Brad,” said my wife, drawing herself up stiffly.  I saw that proud side of my wife come out and it nearly brought tears to my eyes. 
 
    “The thing is, our business IS very lucrative,” said Rick, grimacing as he scratched his cheek.  “The girls that work with us get five grand a shoot.” 
 
    “Uh, five grand?” Ashley repeated in shock.  “What, for like a day of work?” 
 
    “More like an hour of work,” snorted Brad. 
 
    “Are we back to this again?” said Tommy with annoyance.  “Will you guys drop it, please.  Brad is always a dick, I can see him pushing this, but what’s with you, Rick?” 
 
    “Be reasonable, Tommy,” said Rick, spreading his hands before him.  “Our girl Ashley is down on her luck and needs cash.  She is too proud to beg, so why not at least tell her about some options that she might not have considered?” 
 
    “That’s just it, she’s OUR girl,” spat Tommy, getting worked up.  “She’s OUR old buddy, she’s not like these other sluts we work with.  She’s special.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh, Tommy, you are so sweet,” said my wife, tearing up slightly.  I nodded my head at Tommy in appreciation, sensing an ally. 
 
    “I know what you mean, bro, believe me,” said Brad, slapping Tommy heavily on the shoulder.  “If I get to lay my dick into Ashley, I would want to do it in private, not just splash it on the internet for the world to see.” 
 
    Tommy shook his head in annoyance but my wife and Rick broke out laughing. 
 
    “Brad, you are just terrible,” cooed my wife, clearly delighted by his teasing. 
 
    “Look at you, you love it,” I said petulantly. 
 
    “Come on, honey, these are my old friends.  Brad can talk all he wants, he’s not going to skewer ME that huge cock of his,” said my with a devilish smirk. 
 
    “Will you stop gushing over what a big prick Brad has?” I demanded.  “It’s not appropriate.” 
 
    “I agree,” said Brad, drawing himself upright.  “Besides, it won’t hurt that badly.  I’ll just ease it in nice and slow and give you time to get adjusted before I sink it all the way in.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Brad,” spat Tommy, puffing his chest out angrily.  I started to get a little uneasy about his vehemence and started to suspect that he had a crush on my wife himself and was actually jealous of Brad’s advances toward my wife.  I was trusting him a little less now. 
 
    “Calm down, Tommy,” said Rick, pulling him back away from Brad.  “Look, Ashley.  I know this might sound like a crazy idea, but we would be willing to offer you residuals if you were interested.  We don’t normally offer that kind of deal, but you are an old friend, so we could cut you in.” 
 
    “What do you mean, like royalties?” asked my wife.  “How much are we talking about?” 
 
    “Honey!” I exclaimed in shock. 
 
    “Alvie, I’m not agreeing to anything,” said my wife squeezing my hand.  “I’m just asking questions.  I have to know what kind of deal I’m turning down.” 
 
    “I think we could give five or six points,” said Rick looking at Brad uncertainly. 
 
    “Christ, Rick, are you really trying to jew our girl Ashley?  Offer her thirty at least,” grumbled Brad. 
 
    “Ah, can you not make anti-semitic comments like that, please?” I asked. 
 
    “Oy, are you a jew, too, Al?” asked Rick, looking me over.  “Don’t let this filthy goyim get to you.  He’d get screwed in every deal he tried to make if it weren’t for me.”  Brad shrugged in agreement.  “But he’s right, I’m being too cheap.  Of course we can cut you in for thirty points.  You are like family.” 
 
    “I’m not going along with this,” said Tommy curtly, making a cutting motion with his hand.  “This isn’t right.” 
 
    “What’s the matter, Tommy?” pouted my wife playfully.  “Don’t you want to see me naked?”  She batted her eyelashes at him and cocked a hip flirtatiously, making Rick and Brad giggle with amusement while Tommy and I sputtered with exasperation. 
 
    “Ashley, you can’t possibly be considering this?” I gasped, the blood draining from my face. 
 
    “No, honey, of course not,” she said, avoiding my eye.  She forced another laugh.  “I mean, how could I face our friends if there were videos of me sucking Tommy’s penis while Brad plowed me from behind all over the internet?” 
 
    “Ugh,” gulped Tommy.  I could see the gears turning as he pictured Ashley’s sweet plump lips wrapped around his dick.  I didn’t like how explicit she was being about describing the porn she would make with them. 
 
    “Well, you don’t need to worry about your reputation,” said Rick.  “With a wig and the right makeup, no one would recognize you.” 
 
    “Sure we’ve worked with school teachers and people with all kinds of sensitive day jobs,” assured Brad.  “And we can get a fake beard for Alvin too.  If you think about it, if there is even some doubt in someone’s mind, they won’t dare mention anything about seeing you in an online porno.” 
 
    “Really, even if they did recognize you, who is going to admit they were surfing the web for porn?  It’s not something people really talk about,” reasoned Rick. 
 
    “But, my husband,” said Ashley looking at me uncertainly. 
 
    “What, you want to fuck these other guys in front of me?  How could you even consider something like that?  You are my wife!”  I gave my wife a hurt expression and she rubbed my shoulder sympathetically. 
 
    “Alvin, look, we just talking about a business transaction here.  It’s just a performance in exchange for cash.  Ashley will always be your wife, acting in a video won’t change any of that,” said Rick compassionately. 
 
    “Right, we are just going to use your wife’s body for sex and profit,” said Brad, rubbing his hands together excitedly. 
 
    “I don’t like how excited you are getting about it,” I said with disgust. 
 
    “Look, of course I’m excited, your wife is a hot lady,” said Brad.  “Besides, if I didn’t have a hardon for her, we couldn’t do this.  No one wants to pay to watch me pushing rope.  And we don’t want to bring some stranger in to fuck her.” 
 
    “No of course not,” agreed Rick. 
 
    “But I can’t just sit there and watch you guys fuck my wife,” I croaked.  But as I said it, I felt a strange stirring in my groin that made me uncomfortable. 
 
    “Well, some guys actually get off on it,” said Rick.  “Who knows? Maybe you could get into it?” 
 
    “It sounds like we are talking about a lot of money, Alvie,” said Ashley. 
 
    Brad came around behind us suddenly and spread his huge limbs to embrace my wife and I under each arm.  I could smell his cologne and I wrinkled my nose in revulsion.  “Look folks, just think it over, will you?” said Brad unctuously.  “Here’s my card.” He withdrew his arm from my shoulder and handed me his business card.  I took it and then noticed that he was surreptitiously squeezing my wife’ boob with his other hand. 
 
    “Hey, stop feeling up my wife,” I squawked. 
 
    Ashley pushed his arm away hurriedly. 
 
    “Sorry, I was just sampling the merchandise,” he said stepping away with a laugh and adjusting the bulge in his shorts. 
 
    “Were you just going to let him do that?” I asked her petulantly. 
 
    “Uh, I mean, well, given what we are considering doing,” she stammered.  “Yeah, I guess I was.  Don’t be upset dear.  He’s just a goofy old guy friend of mine.” 
 
    “Ok, well, give us a call if you are interested,” said Rick, clapping the sullen Tommy on the shoulder and leading him away.  
 
    Brad followed them, giving my wife a little wink before he turned away. 
 
    “If you guys breathe a word about this to anyone, I swear I’ll kill you,” called my wife shrilly and they laughed and waved goodbye. 
 
    *** 
 
    “I don’t think I can go along with this honey,” I said as we drove home that night.  “And frankly, I am shaken up that you would be consent to be fucked by these guys in the first place.” 
 
    “Well, of course I won’t do it if you don’t want to,” she sniffed.  “But don’t try to make it like I’m being a filthy slut about it.  If we don’t get some money soon, we are going to lose the house.” 
 
    “But there’s got to be some other way,” I whined. 
 
    “Sure, there is, go find a job that pays better than porn,” she snapped irritably crossing her arms. 
 
    I sat there stricken for moment, not saying anything.  My wife was always very loving and rarely spoke to me in anger. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry, honey,” cried Ashley, rubbing my arm as we pulled into the driveway.  “I didn’t mean to say it like that.  I’ve just been so worried about money lately.” 
 
    “No, no,” I said forlornly.  “You are right.  This is the only opportunity we have right now.  I don’t have any other prospects.” 
 
    “You want me to call Rick and set something up?” she asked hopefully. 
 
    “Jeez, you actually seem eager,” I pouted. 
 
    “Well, I’m eager to get that money,” she said with a wan smile. 
 
    “Not eager to get Brad’s dick?” I asked jealously. 
 
    “Well, I am curious to see what it will feel like, I admit,” she said.  “It’s been a long time since I’ve been with another man.” 
 
    “Honey!” I cried. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said giving me a hug.  “My goodness, you are so sensitive.  It’s not like I would leave you for a douchebag like Brad.” 
 
    “You just want to feel his cock inside you,” I muttered, feeling my own penis swell unexpectedly at the thought. 
 
    “Well, yeah, I guess,” she admitted, blushing.  “But I swear, I wouldn’t do it unless we were getting paid.” 
 
    “So you are more of a whore than a slut,” I said sardonically. 
 
    “We all have our price, baby, we all have a price,” she said, her face hardening.  And it was then that I realized just how much pressure our financial situation had been putting on my wife and I felt guilty. 
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    The next day, Ashley called Rick and he sent over a contract for us to sign.  They offered her an option to do up to 10 videos with a 30% share of all profits in addition to the $5,000 up front fee for each film and an additional $2,000 for each film I appeared in.  I tried to put the image of Brad’s big dick slowly penetrating my wife’s labia out of my mind and I signed the contract hurriedly without comment.  Ashley watched me closely, but I kept my expression as neutral as I could. 
 
    “You are a big man for doing this, you know,” she said softly.  “I didn’t think you would have the stomach to agree to this.” 
 
    “I can handle it if you can,” I told her. 
 
    “Ok, well,” she sighed.  “Brad and the boys are coming over soon to take me lingerie shopping.” 
 
    “Oh jeez, really?” I grimaced, feeling slightly nauseous at the thought. 
 
    “Yes, sorry dear,” she said rubbing my shoulders in consolation.  “But I just don’t have anything appropriate for a professional, uh, adult video.” 
 
    “So you are going to model all sort of sexy outfits for that group of perverts today?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, yes, dear,” said Ashley, taking my hand and looking me in the eye.  “They want to put me in something that will titillate the viewers of the video.  You know it’s sort of like a costume.” 
 
    “Uh, huh,” I said skeptically.  “And they won’t be getting off on seeing you parading around half-naked for them.” 
 
    “Well, um, I guess they might,” admitted my wife, gritting her teeth slightly.  “But you know, we ARE going to be making our first video this week, right?  And uh, they are going to be um, doing more than just looking at my body, right?  I mean, I’m going to be, you know, err, having sex with them for the camera, right?  So this doesn’t really seem like a big deal.”  Ashley squirmed in her chair as we discussed this, and I was surprised by how nervous and embarrassed my wife seemed. 
 
    My heart was beating faster at the thought of my pretty little wife getting fucked by these jock douchebags while I sat and watched helplessly and I actually started to get an erection.  I was starting to understand this cuckold thing a little bit.  Just then a car pulled up into our driveway and I heard Brad honking the horn of his big black SUV. 
 
    “Ok,” I said, stiffly.  “Well, uh, have fun I guess.” 
 
    “Have fun,” she laughed.  “Ok, I’ll try.”  Then she waved goodbye and was gone. 
 
    I didn’t want to think about what was happening during the shopping trip, but I did anyway and it gave me a painful hardon.  Thinking about these jerks ogling my wife’s body as she let them dress her up in one whorish outfit after another both infuriated me and stimulated me.  I took a nap on the couch, and was awoken a couple of hours later as Rick was setting up lights in my living room. 
 
    “Oh, are you awake?” he asked casually.  “Brad, crack a camera out, Al’s awake.” 
 
    “Wait, what?” I asked rubbing my eyes blearily.  Brad ran up with a hand-held camera and stood over me, pointing it down at me with a big grin on his face. 
 
    “We got your wife an outfit and a wig and we are going to be fucking the shit out of her on camera for the whole world to see while you sit there and watch, right?  You agreed to it, the contract is sign, Alvin.” 
 
    “Get him his goddamn beard first, will ya?” demanded Tommy, rushing over and pushing Brad aside.  “Turn the camera off, his buddies might see this and recognize him.  Ashley, bring the spirit gum.” 
 
    I sat up groggily as my wife pushed past her old frat boy buddies.  She was wearing a blonde wig and garish makeup and I was impressed by the transformation.  She looked like a slutty hooker, but I would have had a hard time recognizing her myself if I didn’t already know it was her.  She was wearing an insanely short black dress that barely covered her crotch and black fishnets that only came half-way up her thigh.  I was staring at her cleavage that was practically spilling out of the low cut neckline as she bent over to apply the spirit gum. 
 
    “Jeez, are we doing this already?” she asked Tommy nervously as she dabbed the gum on my cheeks, filling my nose with the stink of it. 
 
    “No time like the present,” said Brad examining my wife’s round rear as she bent over then spanking it playfully. 
 
    She squealed a playful protest and pushed him away and I smelled alcohol on her breathe. “Have you been drinking already?” 
 
    “Yeah, we had drinks with dinner at P.F. Chang’s after shopping at the mall,” she said. 
 
    “You had dinner already?” I asked in surprise, looking at my watch. 
 
    “You slept awhile I guess,” said my wife.  “It’s 8pm now.  Hold still, now hold still,”  and she started patting a fake beard onto my cheeks. 
 
    “If you are still feeling nervous, I have some weed,” said Rick, pulling out a joint. 
 
    “We haven’t smoked pot in years,” I mumbled. 
 
    “Don’t talk, I’m going to mess up your moustache,” scolded my wife.  “I think I could go for some weed.  It used to make me horny.” 
 
    “You are trying to get horny?” I asked in surprise. 
 
    “I said don’t talk,” said my wife, pushing my jaw up with her hand and pushing a fake moustache over my lip. “I and yes, I’m not a goddamn porn star, I can’t just fake arousal, I’m going to need to actually be into it.” 
 
    “Yeah you should get high first, but don’t worry, we know how to do it,” said Brad.  “We’ll take it slow.   Fool around a little on the couch, get you nice and worked up.  Pretty soon you’ll be begging for that dick.” 
 
    “You are such an arrogant ass,” giggled my wife, standing upright and tugging self consciously at the hem of her dress.  “Give me a hit of that weed, Rick.” 
 
    Rick lit up a little glass bowl and handed it to my wife and she took a deep puff.  Seconds later she was doubled over coughing uncontrollably and the guys broke out laughing. 
 
    “Oh shit, you forgot how to smoke,” said Tommy.  “Let me get you some water.  You want a beer, Al?” 
 
    “Uh, no,” I said patting my wife on the back as she hacked away. 
 
    “You better have one or three, this is going to be a little rough,” insisted Rick. 
 
    Tommy nodded and ran off to the kitchen. 
 
    “Oh my god, that’s strong,” choked my wife, wiping the tears from her eyes.  “I think I feel it already.”  She sat down next to me and started rubbing my leg.  “How are you feeling honey, are you ready for this?” 
 
    “I don’t know, isn’t there some script we need to follow?” I asked helplessly, my heart beating faster. 
 
    Tommy came back from the kitchen with a 6-pack of beer and big glass of water for my wife.  She took the water thankfully and started taking big gulps.  I accepted a beer hesitantly and unscrewed the cap. 
 
    “We just play it by ear.  We do reality situations.  So here, you know, we have a husband and a wife agreeing to let the wife do a porno because they are short on cash.  That’s just a standard plot actually, so we can just turn on the camera at any point and sort of talk it through.  You know, capture the actual emotions at play as we prepare to do this,” said Rick, holding a camera.  “Are you ready?” 
 
    “You mean now?” I asked patting my unfamiliar facial hair.  “How do I look?” 
 
    “You better use the hat and fake glasses.  I would recognize you myself with just the beard,” said Tommy, handing over a pair of dark framed glasses with no lenses and a snap cap. 
 
    I put them on and turned to my wife.  “Well?” 
 
    “Creepy,” she laughed.  “But no one would recognize you.  How do I look?”  She primped her hair and fixed her eye makeup in a little hand mirror. 
 
    “Incredibly slutty, but again, like a different person altogether,” I admitted. 
 
    “Ok, great, so why don’t you sit on Al’s lap, Ashley and let’s get started,” said Rick. 
 
    Ashley scooted over and placed her round rump in my lap which immediately caused my penis to start coming to life.  She noticed my engorgement and wriggled back and forth against my growing bulge until I was fully erect. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh, I feel something back there,” she giggled, and I just took a swig of beer to try and calm myself as Brad slid onto the couch next to us. 
 
    “Ok, we’re filming,” said Rick.  “So this is uh, Michelle and um, Jim, a nice couple who have been together, how long?” 
 
    “We’ve been married 8 years,” said my wife, crossing her legs primly and trying to cover her bare thighs. 
 
    “Wow, that’s great, and uh, how has your sex life been lately, starting to get a little dull?” asked Brad conversationally. 
 
    “What?  That’s none of your business,” I objected. 
 
    “Don’t get upset, it was an innocent question,” said Brad holding up his hands and winking at the camera. 
 
    “Michelle is actually an old school pal of ours from our college days and it broke our hearts when we heard she was having money trouble and was in danger of losing her home, so we have her and Al-um, Jim the chance to make some cash by doing a cuckold scene with our production company,” continued Rick. 
 
    “Of course, we expected Jim to complain because most husbands aren’t super excited by the idea of watching their wife get plowed by a gang of her old college buddies,” said Brad smoothly.  “But I was surprised at our partner Tommy’s objections.”  Rick spun to turn the camera on Tommy who was startled.   
 
    “Yeah, from the way Tommy complained, we figured he must still have a crush on Michelle here,” add Rick, trying to suppress a laugh. 
 
    “Fuck off you guys,” shouted Tommy, his face growing red. 
 
    “Let’s get back to Jim,” said Brad and Rick turned the camera back on us.  “Does it make you feel emasculated that you can’t support your woman financially, Jim?” 
 
    “Fuck you,” I said hotly, but Ashley just patted my hand. 
 
    “Al, I mean, my husband is a real man, I can assure you,” said my wife, coming to my defense and patting my hand consolingly. 
 
    “And he can still get it up and everything?” asked Brad cocking his head to side skeptically.  “How often does he stick it to you?” 
 
    Ashley blushed prettily.  “Why, uh, no there are no problems in that department.” 
 
    “You sort of hesitated there,” laughed Rick.  “Is there some OTHER reason you want us to fuck you today other than the money.” 
 
    “No, it’s just the money,” said Ashley hastily.  “Come on you guys, don’t be like that.  Are you trying to humiliate my husband?”  She started twirling her foot nervously. 
 
    “Well, yeah, a little bit, that’s part of the cuckold thing, a little humiliation,” admitted Brad.  “But Jim’s a real man, so he can take it, right, Jim?” 
 
    “I mean, I don’t know what you are asking,” I stuttered, hiding my discomfiture by taking another slug of beer.  I could feel the sweat beading up on my forehead. 
 
    “When’s the last time Jim brought you to climax, Ash-uh, Michelle?” coaxed Rick. 
 
    “I mean, it was, you know this month, sometime,” said my wife, her foot twirling like mad.  “This isn’t about me getting off, this is about us getting some money for the mortgage.”  Her voice started to get shrill. 
 
    “Just drop it this part, guys,” warned Tommy.  “Let’s move on.” 
 
    “Knight in shining armor, huh?” murmured Rick. 
 
    “No, no, it’s true, we need to move on,” said Brad without missing a beat.  “I must say, you do look very sexy tonight, Michelle.  Can you stand up and show us your outfit?” 
 
    “Um, yeah, sure, is that, ok, honey?” she asked my awkwardly. 
 
    “Well, yeah, I guess,” I said, and my wife rose uncertainly and stood uncomfortably before the camera, tugging the hem of her dress. 
 
    “You seem, self-conscious,” said Rick. 
 
    “Well this dress you put me in is really short,” laughed my wife.  “I would never wear this sort of thing.” 
 
    “Jim, how do you feel about the way we are making you show off your body in a way that she never normally would?” asked Rick. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Well there are two angles here,” continued Brad.  “One, do you think she looks hot?” 
 
    “Yes, my wife looks very sexy,” I admitted. 
 
    “But she never dressed up like that for you,” added Rick.  “You know to stimulate you in private.” 
 
    “No, I guess not,” I admitted. 
 
    “Does that make you feel, uh, weird, that she dresses up to please us and the random guys jerking off over this video on the internet, but she doesn’t dress up like this for you?” 
 
    “I’ll dress up like this for you, honey, I promise, if you like it, I will wear it every night,” put in Ashley hurriedly. 
 
    “How do you feel about the fact that we are getting ready to fuck the shit out of your wife pretty soon, dude?” asked Brad with a wink. 
 
    “I’m trying not to think about it,” I admitted honestly, downing the last of my beer.  Tommy handed me another right away and I opened that one and took another long drink. 
 
    “What about all the guys jerking their dicks on the internet and blowing their wad over your wife?” asked Rick. 
 
    “I don’t really care about that,” I said, feeling the booze kick in. 
 
    “That creeps ME out a little,” admitted my wife with a laugh.   
 
    “Do me a favor, and take your dress off, will you, Michelle?” asked Brad, leaning back and fondling the bulge in his loose basketball shorts. 
 
    “What, just like that?” asked my wife nervously. 
 
    “Yeah, give the creeps of the internet a thrill,” laughed Rick. 
 
    “Um, wow,” said my wife, hesitating. 
 
    “Come on, you can do it, let’s see the nice lingerie we bought you today at the mall,” coaxed Brad. 
 
    “Don’t rush her, you guys,” complained Tommy. 
 
    “Tommy, I’m sick of you being such a pussy about this,” snapped Brad irritably.  “You fucking pull that dress off her right now or so help me god I don’t know what I’ll do.” 
 
    “I’m not afraid of you,” said Tommy, flexing his big arms for the camera.  “But I will help you get undressed if you are feeling too nervous to do it yourself, Ash- Michelle.”  He looked bashfully at my wife and then down at his feet. 
 
    “Oh, Tommy,” said my wife, smiling at him fondly.  “You are so cute.  Come on, help me take this off then.”  She held her arms up above her head and waited for him to undress her. 
 
    “Sorry about this, bro,” he said to me as he cautiously approached my wife and tentatively gripped the hem of her dress.  She tried to make eye contact with him but he avoided her gaze as he peeled the tight dress up off  and of her, revealing her lingerie underneath. 
 
    She was wearing black lacy panties, a red satin corset, and a sheer bra that allowed her nipples to show through.  The corset was cupless and boosted my wife’s generous tits so that they stuck straight out.  She covered her nipples with her hands modestly as Rick ran the camera up and down her body. 
 
    “Holy fuck, you are hot!” exclaimed Brad.  “I’m popping such a stiffy right now.  Look at this.”  He motioned at the tent he was pitching in his shorts and my wife gasped at the sight of it.  I was shocked myself at the size of it. 
 
    “Jesus, Brad, you and that fucking horse dick of yours,” said my wife, her eyes widening at the sight of the priapic tower rising from Brad’s shorts. 
 
    “Come over here and squeeze it,” he urged. 
 
    “Like hell,” laughed my wife, but her eyes lingered on his thing with fascination. 
 
    “Come on, Ash, err Michelle, you can’t cover your boobies like that,” complained Rick trying to get a close up of my wife’s tits.  Take your hands off and shake them a little for the camera.” 
 
    “Oh, god, Rick,” sighed my wife, looking at me sheepishly.  “Well, ok, I guess we are doing this.”  She took her hands away from her nipples and shimmied her shoulders back and forth making her melons jiggle wonderfully while Rick captured the action on video. 
 
    “Oh man, lookit them titties,” crowed Brad, clapping his hands onto his head.  “Them’s good titties.  Michelle, let Tommy squeeze them will you?” 
 
    “Squeeze those bad boys, Tommy, you know you want to,” agreed Rick turning the camera on Tommy who had sweat boring down his face as he ogled my wife’s boobs, nipples plainly visible through the revealing bra. 
 
    “Look how bashful he is,” giggled my wife, starting to loosen up a little.  “What’s the matter, Tommy, don’t you like my boobs?”  she asked putting one finger in her mouth. 
 
    “Tell him it’s ok for him to fondle your wife’s breasts, will you, uh, Jim?” asked Rick, panning back to capture the whole scene.  “He needs reassurance.” 
 
    “Fuck off,” I mumbled, looking to the side. 
 
    “Honey, we agreed to do this,” said my wife absently.  Her pupils were huge and I realized that she was stoned off her ass. 
 
    “What, you want me to give Tommy explicit permission to feel you up?” I demanded hotly, my face growing hot and my gut tied in knots of jealousy. 
 
    “Yes, dear, look how nervous he is,” pouted my wife, putting her hands on her hips. 
 
    “Yeah, man, sorry, but, uh, are you sure you are OK with this?” asked Tommy, looking at me guiltily and running his hands across his stubbly scalp. 
 
    I sighed in resignation at Tommy’s clumsy sincerity.  “Fuck Tommy, of course I’m not OK with this, but we agreed to do it, so go ahead and do your thing,” I said waving my hand and covering my face. 
 
    “Ok, yeah, so, uh, I’m going to touch your, um boobs now, ok?” said Tommy. 
 
    My wife looked at him with genuine amusement.  “They won’t bite you, Tommy, go ahead.”  She jutted her chest out and Tommy reached out hesitantly and cupped one big boob in each hand.  “How do you like them?” asked my wife brightly. 
 
    “Oh, man,” grunted Tommy.  “They are big and uh soft,” he mumbled as he squeezed and kneaded my wife’s knockers. 
 
    “Come on Jim, uncover your face and watch Tommy work on your wife’s rack, I need to capture your expression on the video,” insisted Rick. 
 
    “Lookit him, he looks green,” cackled Brad as he fondled his massive member while watching Tommy running his hand over my wife’s chest. 
 
    “Pinch my nipples, Tommy,” breathed my wife lustily, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright. 
 
    “Oh my god,” gasped Tommy, tweaking her nipples and rolling them between his fingers. Then he stopped to adjust his own shorts self-consciously. 
 
    “Tommy, is your little wiener getting stiff?” joked my wife, reaching for Tommy’s crotch instinctively. 
 
    Rick and Brad broke out laughing and Tommy shrank back slightly. 
 
    “Come on, don’t mock me like that, Ash,” he complained. 
 
    “My name’s Michelle, I’ll have you know,” said my wife as she squeezed Tommy’s crotch.  “I think I feel something in here.” 
 
    “Lookit your wife going after Tommy’s dick,” laughed Brad.  “How does that make you feel, Jim?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said honestly.  “It seems kind of ridiculous actually, almost surreal.” 
 
    “Pull your shorts down and let her see that monster in your trousers,” laughed Rick. 
 
    “Come on you guys,” cried Tommy, his eyes desperate. 
 
    “Pull his shorts down, Michelle,” goaded Brad. 
 
    “Ok,” chirped my wife and she grabbed the waistband of Tommy’s shorts.  He struggled with her briefly while she cackled with glee, but he quickly gave up and let her pull his shorts down to his knees.  His penis really was small.  Only about 3-4 inches erect and I was embarrassed for him for a moment before I realized that he had been putting it there for the whole world to see on porn videos for some time.  “Look at this little thing,” laughed my wife taking it in her hand boldly and stroking it, putting her face near Tommy’s.  “How did you ever become a porn star with this little pickle?” 
 
    “I’m more of a producer really,” gasped Tommy, his eyes practically rolling back in his head. 
 
    “How do you feel, Jim?” asked Rick turning the camera on me.  “Your wife is jerking off another guy right in front of you.” 
 
    “Well, it’s kind of hard to be jealous of that little thing,” I scoffed.  Then I felt bad when Ashley, Brad, and Rick broke out laughing because Tommy was a nice guy and I didn’t want to hurt his feelings. 
 
    “Ok, quit piddling around with wonder boy over there,” demanded Brad.  “Drop those panties now and let’s get a look at that round white ass of yours.”  He gripped his rod in anticipation. 
 
    “Oh, jeez,” said my wife, releasing Tommy’s member and gulping with stage fright. 
 
    “Turn around, bend over, and pull down your fucking panties,” commanded Brad forcefully.  “And wiggle that goddamn ass.” 
 
    “Do you really have to be such a prick about it?” I whined. 
 
    “Yes, yes I do,” he said tilting his head back proudly. 
 
    “You have a big dick and your ARE a big dick,” sighed my wife, but she did as she was told and bent over and pulled her panties down for him.  Rick swooped in for a close up of her ivory white ass and Brad leaned forward to spank her soft cheeks sharply, leaving a red hand print on her tender rump and making her yelp in complaint. 
 
    “Nice, nice,” said Rick, capturing it on video. “Bend over a little more, let me get a shot  of your labia.” 
 
    “Seriously?” asked my wife, stalling for time. 
 
    “Do it,” said Brad shortly, and my wife complied, her puffy pussy poked out between her soft pale thighs. 
 
    “Shit, Jim, look how swollen your wife’s twat is,” commented Brad, poking a finger at my wife’s cunt and making her yelp and leap upright. 
 
    “That means she’s getting excited,” said Rick smugly.  “Tommy’s little prick got your juices going yet, Michelle?” 
 
    “He’s earnest at least,” said my wife, turning to face the camera but covering her exposed bush with her hands.  She looked really slutty standing there bottomless in her corset and fishnets with her ass hanging out.  The corset really accentuated her hourglass figure. 
 
    “Ha, ha, sure, now lose the bra and come over her and let’s fool around on the couch a little,” said Brad, patting the space on the couch between him and I. 
 
    “Oh, god right, there, huh?” asked my wife, unsnapping her bra without ceremony and tossing it aside.  Her big boobs came jutting out, held out almost perpendicular to her body by the rigid corset.  Her pale orbs and pink nipples made my already stiff penis stiffen painfully harder. 
 
    Tommy’s mouth was hanging open at the sight of my wife’s bared breasts and he started jerking his penis shamelessly as she flopped down between Brad and I. 
 
    “Look at Tommy go,” she said with a smile, then she turned to me with concern.  “How are you doing, honey?” she asked sweetly, the alcohol still strong on her breath. 
 
    “I’m hanging in there,” I said smiling weakly. 
 
    “Ok, good,” she patted my thigh and realized that I have a massive stiffy myself.  “Holy shit, you are hard as a rock!” she gasped, pinching the outline of my hardon through my pants. 
 
    “He’s caught the cuckold fever,” laughed Brad putting his arm around my wife’s shoulder. 
 
    “It was her boobs!” I complained as Brad yanked my wife away from me. 
 
    “Whatever, you’ve been paying too much attention to Tommy, I want a little attention over here,” said Brad, pulling my wife’s face close to his. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, well maybe I like Tommy better than you, cause he’s nicer,” said my wife sassily, pulling away from him slightly. 
 
    “I don’t care, give me a kiss,” demanded Brad. 
 
    I watched him embrace her with sick fascination as she sat there with her boobs and pussy fully exposed for the camera.  She giggled and struggled with him and wouldn’t let him kiss her on the mouth, so he started nibbling on her graceful neck and after a moment I sensed her tension subsiding. 
 
    “Yeah, she’s getting into it now,” murmured Rick.  Tommy was just spanking his monkey without reservation as Ashley tilted her head back and hummed quietly in that way she did when she was getting aroused. 
 
    Brad slid his head down and started sucking on one of my wife’s nipples and she cradled his head in her hands tenderly as he slobbered on her tits. 
 
    “Oh, I like that,” she murmured fondly. 
 
    “Oh, jesus,” I gulped. 
 
    “You like that, Jim?” asked Rick cruelly. 
 
    “Oh, honey, guys just love boobs,” said my wife smiling at me.  “You like sucking my boobs too, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah, but,” I stammered. 
 
    “Kiss me now,” interrupted Brad and he grabbed my wife by the back of the head and forced his mouth onto hers.  He was a little rough and a little abrupt and she resisted him for just a moment, but soon their tongues were lashing back and forth as they kissed.   
 
    I looked on in amazement as my wife made out with this other guy on the couch right next to me.  They made out for a couple of minutes, getting more and more excited and my stomach clenched with jealousy as I heard Ashley moaning and clinging to Brad more and more desperately.  I looked on helplessly as he fondled her breasts in his growing ardor  and my wife’s hand slid up his thigh until she was gripping the shaft of his cock through his shorts.  
 
    “She found that dick, Jim, look, she’s grabbing Brad’s cock!” shouted Rick excitedly, capturing the moment on video for posterity. 
 
    “Yeah, I see that, they are really getting into it I guess,” I grumbled, watching Brad pinching and fondling my wife’s nipples while she tugged on his wang, their lips locked lustily together.  My guts were churning at the sight of my wife losing herself in the passion of the moment with another man. 
 
    “Your wife doesn’t seem to just be going through the motions to collect some cash, does she?” laughed Rick. 
 
    “No, this looks pretty real to me,” I admitted, feeling oddly lightheaded.  But I noticed that my cock was just as stiff as ever at the sight of my wife’s wanton behavior. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” gasped Ashley breathlessly as she pulled her mouth away from Brad’s and turned to me.  “I’m sorry honey, but just look at this fucking thing, I mean it’s amazing,” she gushed, fingering his bulge the whole time. 
 
    “I don’t want to hear that,” I complained, shifting in my seat uncomfortably as I watched her handle Brad’s boner through his shorts. 
 
    “You ain’t see nothing,” said Brad, yanking his shorts down suddenly.  His huge cock came springing out and he kicked his shorts away deftly. 
 
    “Oh my god, Alvie, look at it!   It’s like a billy club,” gasped my wife gripping Brad’s dong which must have been 10 inches long.  It was bent to the side slightly, was extremely veiny, and the head was red and sticky.  I was shocked and slightly disgusted by the sight of the thing but my wife stroked it excitedly. 
 
    "Look at her, she can’t keep her hands off my dick, Jim,” laughed Brad. 
 
    “I mean, ok, yeah, I see that ok?” I whined petulantly.  Ashley sure seemed taken by Brad’s dick and her girlish enthusiasm was making me painfully jealous and ashamed of her lack of composure. 
 
    “Get down on your knees,” commanded Brad,pushing my wife roughly to the floor in front of him. 
 
    “He just loves bossing her around doesn’t he?” laughed Rick.  “How do you like that, Jim?  She seems to like it to.  Maybe you don’t push her around enough in the bedroom?” 
 
    “I mean, that’s not, you know,” I stammered. 
 
    “What are you going to do with me now?” asked my wife meekly, looking up at Brad with adoration as he stood up his big dick swinging right before her face. 
 
    “I’m gonna slap you in the face with my cock until you beg me to suck it,” laughed Brad. 
 
    “Oh, noes, don’t do it,” shrieked my wife in mock horror.  But true to his word Brad grabbed his club-like cock by the shaft and slapped my wife mercilessly across the cheek with his meat making her chortle with excitement. 
 
    “See that Jim?  I’m beating your wife with my fucking dick,” laughed Brad.  “Bam, bam, bam,” he chuckled, slapping his dick back and forth across my wife’s face until she managed to grab hold of it and get the head into her moist red mouth. 
 
    She looked me in the eye apologetically as she started sucking on Brad’s dick and I grabbed my own dick without thinking. 
 
    “The look on your face is priceless, Jim,” said Rick with a huge grin and he filmed.  “Just pull your dick out and jerk it, why don’t you?” he continued.  “We can see you clutching your boner over there.  There is no shame in getting turned on by the sight of your wife obediently servicing another man with her mouth.  Christ every guy watching this video right now is getting off on it.” 
 
    “Are you really getting turned on?” asked my wife pulling Brad’s thick veiny cock from her mouth. 
 
    I looked down at her kneeling submissively before Brad with her bare boobs hanging out that they demanded she reveal and her cute bush exposed as well, also because they made her pull her panties off, and I just nodded numbly as I fumbled with my fly. 
 
    “Wow,” she said, stunned slightly.  “Ok, well, you can see how turned on I am, so I guess I can feel a little less guilty about it.” 
 
    “Um, yeah,” I said, fapping away at the sight of her jerking up and down on Brad’s thick shaft. 
 
    “I’ve always been kind of amazed by Brad’s cock, whenever I saw it back in the old days.  And it wasn’t even hard when he went streaking or we skinny dipped together.  But now that I’ve gotten my hands on it, I mean, it’s making me fucking crazy actually.  Look at these gnarly veins,” she cooed and she hungrily slid her tongue up and down his shaft.  “And I can’t believe the size of his huge hairy balls, either,” she gushed, licking his nutsack ardently. 
 
    “Um, ok, yeah, that might be too much information,” I groaned, but my cock was nearly ready to explode. 
 
    “Sorry, baby, but this dick is making me so goddamn horny,” she said and then popped the head back into her mouth and sucked on it for all her worth, cheeks caved in and head bobbing up and down madly while Brad groaned in satisfaction. 
 
    “Look at her chowing down on Brad’s meat. She’s a goddamn maneater,” quipped Rick in delight.  “This video is going to be huge.” 
 
    “Ok, I’m done sucking it,” panted my wife, pulling the fat cock from her mouth, her chin slick with saliva.  “I need this inside me now.”  She was jerking desperately on his shaft and her raw animal lust for Brad’s cock touched me in my core.  There was an almost feral look in her eyes as she lay back on the carpet and spread her legs, urgently offering her pussy to Brad.  She spread her vaginal lips open for him and arched her back, lifting her groin and spreading her legs wide so he could see her wet pink twat more clearly.  “Take me, take me,” she urged. 
 
    “Mother of god, this is amazing,” commented Rick, getting a closeup of my wife trying to entice Brad with her pussy.  “Jim, you wife is literally begging to get fucked by another man right now.” 
 
    Brad stared down, open-mouthed at my wife’s cunt as she explicitly begged him to fuck and he stroked his big rod absently.  I was shocked and ashamed to see my wife debasing herself like this but my cock was just as hard as ever and I have to slow down my own stroking so I didn’t blow my wad too soon. 
 
    “Nah, nah, you’ve got to get up and all fours and take it doggystyle so Tommy can stick his dick in your mouth while I bang you from behind,” said Brad, gazing longingly at my wife’s luscious snatch. 
 
    “Oh, shit, ok,” grumbled my wife and she grudgingly rolled onto her belly and climbed onto her hands and knees.  I enjoyed the sight of her lovely boobs dangling down as she looked over at Tommy.  “Ok, Tommy, dear, bring that little pickle over here and let me suck it for the camera then,” she sighed. 
 
    “You don’t have to be so insulting about it,” complained Tommy as he knelt before my wife.  “None of the other women I fuck complain about my size the way you do.” 
 
    “Of course not, dear,” said my wife with exasperation.  “They don’t want to hurt your feelings.  But you and I have known each other too long for me to bullshit you.” 
 
    “Get ready, baby,” said Brad, dropping to his knees behind my wife and prodding her aggressively in the cunt with the tip of his massive dong. 
 
    “Holy fuck, that thing is big, go slow will you?” cried my wife and my blood ran cold as Brad slowly introduced his thick rod into my wife’s tight cunt, smiling arrogantly at me the whole time. 
 
    “How do you like that, Jim?” he asked with a wicked grin.  “You like how I dick your wife?  See where where my dick is going right now?  Right inside your little woman,  buddy, right inside.” 
 
    “Lookit his face,” chuckled Rick with glee.  “He doesn’t know whether to shit himself or blow his wad.” 
 
    I tried to control my emotions, but Rick was right, I was pissed off, sickened and horridly aroused all at the same time as I watched my wife bow her head and pant with passion as she slowly accommodated Brad’s big dick. 
 
    “Hey, I thought you were going to suck my thing,” whined Tommy, pushing his diminutive hardon into my wife’s ear. 
 
    “Give me a minute, Tommy, dear,” she gasped.  ‘“I’m taking a lot of dick right now, and I think I’m falling in love with Brad.” 
 
    Rick laughed raucously,  “You heard, that, Jim?   Your wife fell in love with Brad once he got that meat into her.  How do you like that, huh?” 
 
    “I don’t know, people say things they don’t mean in the heat of the moment,” I mumbled, but my wife certainly seemed sincere and she wasn’t apologizing to me or even paying attention to me in any way as she arched her back to receive Brad’s dick. 
 
    Brad gripped her soft pale hips roughly as he eased himself into my wife and she made little whimpering sounds of pleasure that tore at my soul, but of course I kept jerking my penis as I watched him use my wife like a filthy whore and I was ready to cum any second.   
 
    “Ok, it’s all the way in, are you ok?” asked Brad, dropping his bravado and showing genuine concern for my wife’s well-being. 
 
    “I’m, I’m, oh my god, you are big,” panted my wife as she reached back between her legs and started rubbing her clitoris.  “Go slow, I’m almost ready to cum.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, oh yeah, that’s nice and tight, nice and tight,” mumbled Brad as he pushed and pulled his cock in and out of my wife.  Rick bent down to get a shot of the veiny shaft, slick with my wife’s juices as it plunged in and out of my woman. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, I’m ready, now go a little faster,” coaxed my wife, flicking wilding at her clit now. 
 
    “Lookit him go, Jim, he’s ploughing your wife like there’s no tomorrow!” shouted Rick with glee as Brad started humping my wife in earnest, pumping in and out of her faster and faster while she whimpered and moaned with pleasure.  “Listen to her, she’s moaning like a porn star!  She’s a goddamn natural!” 
 
    “Do you have to harass my husband like that, Rick?” she squeaked, but then she tilted her head back in ecstasy and groaned as her body shuddered in climax. 
 
    “You can tell she’s cumming,” commented Tommy. 
 
    “I came,” admitted my wife, he face slick with sweat and her wig gathered in damp clumps around her face.  “Ok, let me have that little prick of yours, now Tommy,” she grunted, as Brad’s fucking continued unabated, his hips slapping against my wife’s ass loudly. 
 
    “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” said Brad through gritted teeth.  “I’m emptying my load inside your wife now, Jim, I hope she’s on the pill.” 
 
    “Uh, I’m not,” said my wife, looking over her shoulder at Brad as she tugged half-heartedly on Tommy’s unimpressive stiffy.  “But I’m glad you came inside me, it feels right.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” I cried, dick in hand, ready to cum myself any second. 
 
    “Nothing, dear, nothing, I’m just working,” said my wife, popping Tommy’s dick into her mouth.  “See, just working.” 
 
    Tommy groaned with pleasure as my wife looked over at me with concern, her cheeks caved in as she sucked Tommy’s dick as hard as she could. 
 
    “That’s a tender moment,” laughed Rick, “An obedient wife, sucking another guy’s cock to earn money for her deadbeat husband while he watches approvingly.” 
 
    “I’m not a deadbeat, and I’m not approving,” I complained, but I realized how ridiculous that sounded when my fly was open and I was spanking my monkey like there was no tomorrow as I watched my wife suck Tommy’s dick.  Her head was bobbing up and down vigorously now and I could tell she was trying to get it over with.  Somehow this struck me as particularly kinky and it pushed me over the edge and my cock started spurting cum all over the place. 
 
    “Ha, ha, you aren’t approving?” said Rick, nearly choking with mirth.  “Is that why you just blew your wad all over?” 
 
    “Oh, did you cum, honey?” asked my wife, pulling her mouth off of Tommy’s junk and looking over with interest as she continued jerking him. 
 
    “I love you Ashley,” groaned Tommy and he started squirting cum all over her face. 
 
    “Uh, her name is Michelle, Tommy,” intoned Rick awkwardly. 
 
    “Jesus, Tommy, what the hell?” gasped my wife. 
 
    “Well you were sucking him and  jerking him, what did you think would happen?” asked Brad, pulling himself out of my wife and climbing to his feet with his limp, sodden dick hanging between his legs. 
 
    “I thought I would get some warning first,” giggled my wife, wiping her cum slick hand on the carpet.   
 
    “Stop being a bitch, suck the last of the jizz out of his dick for him.   He loves you, didn’t you hear that?” scolded Brad, taking the camera from Rick who quickly unzipped his own fly and took Brad’s place behind my wife. 
 
    “Oh, jeez, ok, ok,” said my wife, grabbing Tommy’s deflating wang and graciously slurping the last of the cum out of it for him. 
 
    “Stop, stop, it’s too sensitive,” he gasped, snatching his limp penis away from her after a moment. 
 
    “Ok, sorry,” said my wife, shaking her head. “What a baby you are!” 
 
    “I can’t believe you treat me like this,” pouted Tommy putting his dick away. 
 
    “You know, I feel bad for you, Tommy, but it’s weird when a big tough seeming guy like you cries like a petulant schoolgirl in unrequited love,” I said with a smirk. 
 
    “Oh, BURN!” shouted Brad.  “Score one for the cuckold husband.” 
 
    “Jim,” said Tommy pausing for a moment.  “Uh, I was going to think of a good comeback, but then again, your wife just sucked my dick, so uh, I’ll just enjoy my post-orgasm glow and take a snapshot of my cum on her forehead for posterity.”  Then he pulled out his phone and my wife smiled up at him cheerfully, totally naked on all fours with her tits hanging down and Tommy’s cum on her face so that he could take a snapshot. 
 
    “Ok, I’m just going to take some sloppy seconds here, Michelle, ok?” asked Rick politely. 
 
    “Sure, yeah, but go easy on me, I’m feeling tender,” agreed my wife, looking back at Rick with a grimace. 
 
    “Sure, baby, no problem. You don’t need to worry, I don’t have a horse dick like Brad does,” said Rick soothingly, rubbing my wife’s bare ass as he slowly introduced his stiff, medium sized boner between her pussy lips. 
 
    “Ooh, I feel that,” said my wife, arching her back to receive him. 
 
    “Yeah, you feel that?” asked Rick softly, making short fast little thrusts into my wife as he bent down and gripped her hanging boobies in each hand.  “You like that?” he whispered in her ear, pinching her nipples and humping her softly. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, do it,” murmured my wife, reaching back between her legs to rub her clit again. 
 
    “Wow, your wife Michelle is a real hard-core slut,” said Brad proudly.  “She sucked and fucked two guys and is taking her third with hardly any break.  You sure you haven’t done this before honey?” 
 
    My wife couldn’t answer though because she was too interested in the dogging that Rick was giving her. 
 
    “Yeah, you like that, don’t you”” whispered Rick, releasing my wife’s knockers so that he could grip her hips and start fucking her more forcefully.  “What’s my name? What’s my name?” 
 
    “Oh, Rick, yes, Rick!” gasped my wife, her head hanging down and her wig hair falling all around her face, as Rick slipped his dick in and out and in out of her wet pussy. 
 
    “Oooh, yeah, there’s another load inside your wife, Jim,” said Rick with a smug grin. 
 
    “Don’t pull out, yet, I’m almost done,” groaned my wife, but her cunt contracted and ejected Rick’s limp cock before she could cum. 
 
    “Ooops, sorry,” said Rick, standing up and wiping his dick with a tissue. 
 
    “Jesus, I didn’t cum yet, don’t leave me hanging!  Jim, come her and help me cum!” begged my wife plaintively. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I stammered, looking down at my own spent cock.  But I went over and dropped to my knees behind my wife and plunged a couple of fingers into her sodden snatch so that she could feel something inside her. 
 
    “Careful Jim, there’s a lot of cum in there, don’t get your fingers wet,” laughed Brad, zooming to watch me fingering my wife to help her cum. 
 
    “Ungh, ungh,” she grunted like an animal as she came a second time and I could feel her vagina tighten around my two fingers as she climaxed.  She fell into a sweaty heap on the floor and rolled over on her back, her body totally naked for us all to admire.  
 
    I looked with distasted at my sticky fingers and grabbed a tissue to wipe them clean. 
 
    “Yeah, there’s at least two guy’s cum on you hands now,” teased Brad.  “But how are YOU feeling now, little lady?” he asked zooming in on my rosy cheeked wife. 
 
    “I haven’t been fucked like that in forever,” admitted my wife cheerily.  “That was awesome!  But, you still have to pay me.” 
 
    “Of, course, of course, a deal is a deal,” chuckled Brad.  “And how about you, Jim, did you like watching your wife get thoroughly used by a gang of her old college buddies?  I loved the look on your face when she was begging me to plunge my cock into her.  That was priceless.” 
 
    “You are a dick,” I told Brad simply, not knowing what else to say.  “Can we stop the camera now?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, sorry, that’s good for now,” said Brad, turning off the camera.  “But wow, I never thought Ashley would be such a natural.” 
 
    “Was I good?” asked my wife innocently, stretching her arms and legs as she lay naked on the carpet. 
 
    “You were really fucking good,” said Rick seriously. 
 
    “You were pretty fucking good, too, Rick,” growled my wife lasciviously. 
 
    I was surprised that Rick blushed in response.  “Ah, yeah, I mean, the sex was definitely good, yeah, thanks, I mean, same here, but I meant that you were the best actress we’ve worked with in a long time.” 
 
    “Jesus, look at how nervous you are, you are so cute,” said my wife.  “I wasn’t acting at all though.” 
 
    “Well, you know the part where you told Brad you were in love with him was acting though, right?” I put in awkwardly. 
 
    “Um, no?” said my wife giving me a worried look.  “I mean, you know, it was the heat of the moment and all that, like you said.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you totally want more of this dick, don’t you?” asked Brad gripping the bulge in his shorts. 
 
    “I totally do,” agreed my wife eagerly.  “When’s the next movie?” 
 
    “Come on, now,” I complained, feeling my face grow hot. 
 
    “That’s just it, Al,” said Rick excitedly.  “You just can’t fake that kind of enthusiasm.  It’s priceless.  Wait and see, this video is going viral for sure.  You might get a little jealous about how lovestruck Ashley is acting over Brad’s donkey dick right now, but believe me, once the royalties from this bad boy start streaming in, you won’t hold a grudge.” 
 
    “I want more Brad penis,” said my wife with a cute grin. 
 
    “Can you cover yourself up?  The movie is over,” I told her in disgust.  But she just stuck her tongue out at me and scratched distractedly at her pubic hair. 
 
    “What’s the next scenario we are filming?” she asked Rick. 
 
    “I was thinking something public.   We could do a story where you and your husband are taking the train and Brad and his pal Tommy come and just start flirting with you and the next thing you know, your husband and the whole train are watching you get fucked by two strange men!” 
 
    “Come on!” I complained. “We could get arrested!” 
 
    “Nah, we’ve done that skit plenty of times. You just need to pick the right time of night,” said Tommy. 
 
    “And if we doing around the time the bars closed there will be plenty of drunken guys heading home who might want to take a shot at Ashley themselves,” said Brad with a toothy grin. 
 
    “Wow, sounds kinky,” said my wife thoughtfully, still totally naked on the floor. 
 
    “I don’t like the sound of it,” I said. 
 
    “Well, you don’t have to come if you don’t want to,” replied my wife with a mischievous grin. 
 
    “Oh my god, what have I gotten myself into?” I asked miserably. 
 
    But I wasn’t miserable for long.  Rick was right.  Ashley’s movies did go viral and they sold a lot of copies of her movies.  It was a little awkward when the guys from the neighborhood started asking for my wife’s autograph, but at least our money problems were solved for a while.  I just didn’t like the amount of time she and Brad were spending together lately.  Working late doing post-production, my ass. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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 Carrie Tries Tinder 
 
    Life is funny sometimes.  There is this constant struggle for status and social dominance.  Look at celebrities.  They work so hard for so long to get so much fame and fortune, putting themselves above everyone else, but it doesn’t seem to be enough.  They are left wanting for something more and half of them implode and have breakdowns or get hooked on drugs.  So that’s a lesson to learn.  Sometimes you get what you want, you get up on everyone else, and then you don’t want it anymore.  But I learned the other half of the equation.  Sometimes the thing you dread turns out to be the thing that you needed all along.  And I’m not just talking about picking up an acquired taste like coffee.  I am talking about soul wrenching humiliation.  Sometimes you get pushed down and you learn your place and yet it feels good somehow.  Like a relief. 
 
    But I am getting ahead of myself.  Let me back up a little bit.  I certainly wasn’t ever a nosey or jealous husband, I trusted my wife Carrie implicitly.  We’ve been married nearly twenty years after all.  And believe me, if I had ever tried to snoop into my wife’s business, she would have put me in my place pretty quick.  She’s a strong willed woman.  But one day, I was looking through my wife’s contacts on her phone, trying to find the number for a mutual friend when I happened to notice that she had this Tinder app installed. 
 
    “Honey, what is this Tinder app doing on your phone?” I called. 
 
    Carrie came into the room and saw me with her phone in my hand and there was a strange expression on her face.  At first she seemed surprised and then annoyed, but then she just smiled.  “Oh, that’s a thing my friend Amy showed me.  She’s been trying it out.  It’s a way to meet new people.” 
 
    “Meet new people?” I asked.  “I thought it was like a hook-up app for people interested in casual sex.  Isn’t Amy still married to Jacob?” 
 
    “Sure, of course, you know that, silly.  We just had dinner with them at the club a few months ago, you remember.”  My wife was about to walk away, she really didn’t seem too concerned about me discovering this incriminating app on her phone. 
 
    “But if they are married then why is Amy trying to hook up with other guys?” 
 
    Carrie sighed.  “Tom, it’s not a ‘hook-up’ app anymore, it’s just for meeting new people, I told you.”  She wandered off back to the kitchen where she was preparing dinner. 
 
    I was half-inclined to search through my wife’s Tinder profile and messages, but I thought that would be violating her privacy, so I restrained myself.  But I really felt skeptical about Carrie’s explanation, so I opened my laptop and started researching Tinder a little more. 
 
    “Honey, it says here that Tinder is a dating app!” I shouted after reading a couple of articles on women’s magazine sites. 
 
    “I can’t hear you, I’m cooking,” my wife called back from the kitchen. 
 
    I put aside my laptop and tried not to run into the kitchen.  I didn’t want to overreact, after all.  “I read online that Tinder is a dating app.” 
 
    “Well, sure, I guess some people use it for that, but that’s not why I’m playing with it.”  Carrie didn’t bother turning to face me but just kept tossing the salad in a big wooden bowl with her back turned.  I watched her back for a moment, admiring her curves.  “You can look at my messages if you want, I have nothing to hide.”  She paused for a moment and looked over her shoulder part way, showing me her profile.  She didn’t seem guilty at all.  “I’m having drinks with a fellow named Carver tomorrow night.” 
 
    “Wait, you are going out with another guy tomorrow?  Weren’t you going to tell me about this?”  I was trying hard not to sound hysterical, but it was difficult.  My voice cracked a little bit. 
 
    Carrie turned around to face me and leaned back against the counter casually.  She wiped her hands with a towel, smiling at me for a moment before answering me.  I couldn’t return her gaze and lowered my eyes to the floor.  “Now Tommy, don’t be silly about this.  I’m telling you now.  Carver and I are just going out for some drinks.  All my friends are women, I need a few guy friends to balance things out a bit.  Besides, you were already planning to have your friend Adam over tomorrow to play with drones weren’t you?” 
 
    “Well, yes, that’s true.”  I looked at my wife and she crinkled her eyes at me cutely which made my heart melt the way it always did.  I really did love her a lot you know. 
 
    “Sure it is, now stop acting like a jealous husband and let’s sit down to dinner.” 
 
    I tried to put it out of my mind but the idea of my pretty wife Carrie meeting a fellow with a hook-up app kept bugging me.  I couldn’t get it out of my mind.  And that night, when my wife and I were having sex, she seemed particularly passionate.  Was she pretending that she was having sex with a dashing stranger like Carver instead of her boring old nerdy husband?  I wasn’t sure.  But it was good sex, better than we had had in a long time, so I couldn’t complain. 
 
   
  
 

 Carver and Carrie Get Surveilled 
 
    The next evening after work, my friend Adam arrived with his drones as planned.  Adam and I were members of the same hackerspace, and he also worked as a programmer, just like I do, and we liked to argue about science fiction, so yes we are nerds.  Adam had been experimenting with drone videography and had captured some great footage of a gorge in a state park nearby and his video was getting a decent amount of traffic on YouTube.  He was quite proud of his new drone skills and eager to show them off. 
 
    “So yes, this is the latest model, the Phantom 4,” said Adam.  He pulled the sleek new quad copter from its carrying case.  “23 minute flight time.”  He was boasting, but really, I had no idea how long the previous model flew for. 
 
    We were sitting in the living room and Carrie came in wearing a really short skirt and black stockings.  Adam’s eyes nearly bulged out of his head as he stared at my wife’s gorgeous legs. 
 
    “Uh, wow, that’s quite a skirt,” I stammered. 
 
    “Do you like it?” my wife asked.  She seemed distracted as she fixed her short blonde curly hair in the hallway mirror. 
 
    “You never dress that sexy when WE go out for drinks,” I commented. 
 
    “You look really nice, beautiful,” gasped Adam.  He wasn’t one to mince words.  He always wore his heart on his sleeve. 
 
    Carrie favored my dorky pal with a bright smile as he gaped at her body in admiration.  “Aww, Adam, that’s sweet of you to say.”  Then she wagged a finger at me.  “See, your friend likes my outfit, honey.” 
 
    “Oh I like it too, you look marvelous.  It’s just, not a very modest outfit, now is it?” 
 
    Carrie adjusted her posture to make her boobs just out more as she contemplated her profile in the mirror.  Her large breasts were straining at the front of her tightly fitted white blouse,  the buttons seemed on the verge of popping open at any moment.  “Do you think this makes my boobs look too big?” she asked judiciously. 
 
    “Ha, is there such a thing?” laughed Adam.  I kicked him under the table and he frowned at me, rubbing his shin. 
 
    Before Carrie could answer, the doorbell rang and she rang to answer it, teetering a bit in the high heels which she rarely wore. 
 
    “I think she’s dressed too slutty,” I whispered to Adam. 
 
    He just shrugged in response and a moment later, Carrie was back in the dining room with her new friend, Carver.  He was a big beefy guy with dark skin and black, slicked back hair.  He looked Italian possibly and wore his shirt half unbuttoned, exposing his hairy chest.  I took an immediate dislike to the guy. 
 
    “Carver, this is my husband Tommy and this is Tommy’s friend, Adam.  Adam likes drones.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, I see,” said the big man with disinterest.  Then he turned his attention to my wife’s outfit. “Wow, you are looking GOOD, woman.  Now this is the kind of get up I like.  Way hotter than those frumpy pics in your Tinder profile.  Turn around, let me get a load of that ass.”  He held my wife’s hand as she smiled and turned to let the big oaf ogle her rump in the tiny skirt.  The way he was leering at her body made me feel a little uncomfortable. 
 
    “You two met on Tinder?” asked Adam in shock.  “I thought that was an app for casual sex.” 
 
     “Yeah, well, you know, Adam, people think that, but it’s mostly just for dating these days,” said the rude Italian.  “And I do appreciate you sharing your lovely little wife with me tonight, there Tommy.” 
 
    My blood ran cold at the suggestive way Carver wagged his eyebrows at me, but Carrie elbowed him in the ribs and he stopped.  “Carver, I was explaining to Tommy that people just use Tinder to meet new people now.”  She gave Carver a significant look.  “We talked about this, remember?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, sure, sure.  I was just teasing, Carrie, just playing around, you know.  That’s how I am.”  He turned to me and put an expression of sincere apology on his face.  “You understand, right, Tommy?” 
 
    “Well, I guess so, sure,” I said.  I was trying to be magnanimous, but really I didn’t trust this guy’s intentions toward my wife at all. 
 
    “So what are you two going to do tonight?” asked Adam. 
 
    “We are justing driving over for drinks at that PF Chang’s by the plaza in Walnut Creek,” said my wife.  “Nothing fancy.” 
 
    “And afterwards, I’ve been trying to convince Carrie to let me buy her some nice things at Victoria’s Secret so that we can come back here and take some pictures to spice up her Tinder profile a little bit,” said Carver.  He gave my wife a lecherous grin.  “‘Cause no offense, Carrie, but you gotta, you know, SEX it UP a little.” 
 
    “We’ll see, we’ll see,” laughed my wife.  “That might make my husband a little nervous.” 
 
    “What, a strange man taking pictures of you in sexy lingerie so you can have a more appealing Tinder profile?  Is that actually what is being proposed here?”  I could feel my throat constricting with anxiety. 
 
    Carrie sighed with exasperation.  “See, Carver?  See?  Now you’ve upset him.” 
 
    Carver raised his hands defensively, his eye darting between me and my wife.  “Tommy, you gotta understand.  I mean, guys like to meet, I mean, make friends with attractive women you know.  And having the lingerie in the profile shows off Carrie’s, uh, PLAYFUL side.  It shows that she’s a fun lady is all.” 
 
    “We can’t seriously be discussing this,” I said.  I could feel myself hyperventilating and Adam patted my back in concern. 
 
    “Tommy! Tommy, breathe, honey, breathe,” said my wife.  “No lingerie.  Ok, dear?  I promise.  In spite of what horny Carver here would like, we aren’t doing that tonight, understood?” 
 
    Carver grumbled something under his breath, but Carrie shushed him and stared right at me.  Her gaze was too intense so I dropped my eyes quickly.  But she seemed earnest so I just said.  “Ok, dear, yes, we can talk about that later when you get home.” 
 
    “Perfect,” agreed my wife cheerfully.  “You two have fun with your toys.   See you later.” 
 
    Carver waved again and escorted my wife out of the room, bending down slightly to get a better look at her ass. 
 
    “I don’t like that guy,” said Adam when they were gone.  “He wants to fuck Carrie.  What’s she doing making friends on Tinder?  That’s not what it’s for.  It’s for sex, I’m telling you.” 
 
    “I don’t like Carver either.  And what kind of name is Carver anyway for that matter?” 
 
    “It’s like a soccer hooligan name or something.” 
 
    “Carrie never dresses that way for ME, you know,” I said.  “It makes me feel weird when my wife dresses up in a more sexy outfit for a complete stranger than for her own husband.  And this whole business with the lingerie.  I mean that was just totally inappropriate.” 
 
    “I know,” said Adam.  But he had a guilty look on his face.  “But to honest, I was sort of hoping that, uh, never mind.” 
 
    “What, did you want to watch him taking pictures of my wife in a corset with garters or something?”  I was annoyed at my buddy for a moment, but then I sighed.  “She does have an amazing body.  I wouldn’t mind seeing her in lingerie sometime myself.” 
 
    “She never wears lingerie for you?” 
 
    “No, she says I’m being silly whenever I ask her to,” I admitted. 
 
    “And she told Carver she wouldn’t wear any for him either,” said Adam.  He was trying to cheer me up. 
 
    “That’s true,” I said.  
 
    And we turned our attention to flying Adam’s drone around the back yard for a while and I tried to put Carver’s plans for my wife’s Tinder profile out of my mind. 
 
    About three hours later, Carver and Carrie came bursting into the living room where Adam and I were reviewing the drone footage.  Each one of them was carrying a bag from Victoria’s Secret and they were both clearly inebriated.  My wife’s cheeks were flushed and her eyes were shining merrily. 
 
    “Nope, nope, don’t say a word,” she warned me.  She was teetering unsteadily on her heels and I was distracted by how nice her legs looked, encased in dark stockings and revealed by her short skirt. 
 
    “You said you weren’t going to do the lingerie thing,” I yelped.  I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    “Shush, shush,” said Carrie, and she bent down and put her face close to mine until I could smell the alcohol on her breath.  “Carver is right.  My profile makes me look like a school marm.  I need to come across as more fun.” 
 
    “Lingerie is fun,” offered Adam unhelpfully. 
 
    “Sure it is,” agreed Carver. 
 
    “I do lingerie parties with my girlfriends, don’t I?” demanded my wife.  “Why shouldn’t I do one with my guy friends.” 
 
    “Since when do you…” I said. 
 
    “Can I watch?” asked Adam.  His glasses were practically steamed up at the thought of it. 
 
    “No and no,” said my wife with a grimace.  “God no.”  She drew herself up and addressed me haughtily.  “Now don’t you interfere, Tommy.  Carver and I are going into the bedroom to take some pictures, and I don’t want to hear a single peep of protest from you.  This is perfectly platonic, do you understand?” 
 
    “I really don’t,” I objected helplessly.  
 
    “Shh, not a word, I said,” insisted my wife.   
 
    “Yes dear,” I said miserably.  I could never oppose my wife when she had her mind made up. 
 
    “Let’s go Carver.” 
 
    And they were gone, gigging and stumbling down the hall drunkenly with their erotic packages. 
 
    “Is it possible that I am overreacting?” I asked Adam. 
 
    “Sure, she just wants to have a bit of harmless fun with her new gentleman friend I guess.”  But Adam didn’t seem convinced.  “You know what?  I’ve got to get going.  I’ll see you tomorrow at TechShop for the Meetup.”  And my friend packed up his drone and left in a hurry.  It must have been pretty awkward for him.  But still, he seemed to have left pretty suddenly.  So I wasn’t too surprised when he texted me a few minutes later. 
 
    “I’m in my car in front of your house, you need to come out here and see something right away,” read the text from Adam.  So I hurried out front to see what the matter was. 
 
    I found Adam in his car, operating his drone using his iPad.  On the screen was a view of my own bedroom and my wife was standing topless wearing just her black stockings and her panties while Carver lay on my bed propped up on one elbow watching her.  But as I watched, my wife must have heard Adam’s drone hovering outside the window and she covered her breasts with her arm and ran to draw the curtains. 
 
    “Jesus fuck!” I exclaimed.  I was about to run inside when I noticed that Adam was sitting there in the dark with his fly undone and his prick in his hand.  “For chrissake, Adam, were you jerking off while you peeped on my wife?” 
 
    “No?  I mean yes, but I swear I was just trying to help,” he mumbled guiltily. 
 
    “Oh shit, I will deal with you later,” I snapped and ran back into my house. 
 
    I burst into my bedroom and startled my wife who was putting on a lacy bra that let her nipples show through while Carver eagerly took pictures on his phone. 
 
    “Tommy, get out of here, I’m not dressed!”  
 
    “I’m your goddamn husband, Carrie!  If anything, THAT guy should get out of here if you aren’t dressed.”  I pointed an accusing finger at Carver, but he was unimpressed. 
 
    “Turn around, let me get some pics of your ass,” he urged my wife. 
 
    My wife obeyed and I blanched when I noted that she was wearing just a thong which fully exposed both of her ass cheeks.  “Carver is here to take pictures for my profile, I already explained that to you.  And your filthy pervert of a friend was trying to spy on my with his drone thing.  You need to talk to him.” 
 
    I was distracted by the sight of my wife’s amazing body as she modelled this insanely skimpy lingerie for Carver and her future Tinder companions.  She looked very naughty in those black stockings, and I could see her nipples hardening through the translucent bra. 
 
    “Tommy, get out, we are taking pictures,” repeated my wife, snapping her fingers to get my attention. 
 
    “But you took your top off in front of another man,” I bleated impotently.  “That’s not right.” 
 
    “Well how else was I supposed to get changed?” demanded my wife.  But she realized that she was on shaky ground, so she changed tact. “And besides, Carver closed his eyes and didn’t look.  Right Carver?” 
 
    “Of course I didn’t look,” he told me.  “That would be totally over the line.  What sort of guy do you think I am?” 
 
    “Carver is a gentleman.  Unlike your twisted little pal out there with the drone,” said my wife, tugging one stocking a bit higher up her well shaped thigh.  “I’ll bet that little peeping tom was getting his jollies seeing me topless.” 
 
    She had me there, so I just bit my tongue.  
 
    “Out,” she said simply, pointing at the door.  “And don’t came barging back in here without knocking first, do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” I said. 
 
    Carver pouted at me in sympathy and I turned and slunk out of the bedroom.  My emotions were in turmoil as I went back out to yell at Adam.  On the one hand it was pretty crappy of him to spy on my wife like that.  On the other hand, I really doubted that a meathead like Carver really closed his eyes while my wife’s luscious breasts were bared before him.  But then again, my wife was pretty assertive.  You didn’t want to cross a woman like that.  So who knows. 
 
    By the time I reached Adam’s car, he had zipped his pants back up and was packing his drone into the trunk of his car. 
 
    “Carrie is pissed at you for invading her privacy like that,” I told him. 
 
    “But Tom, she’s practically breaking your marriage vows in there, getting naked in front of another man like that.” 
 
    “If that’s all it takes, you were helping her break those vows yourself,” I said, jabbing him in the shoulder with one finger.  “At least Carver kept his dick in his pants when I went in there.” 
 
    Adam hung his head in shame.  “I’m a creep, I know it.  I’m really sorry.” 
 
    I stood looking at my friend, unsure of what to say for a moment.  But after examining my feelings I discovered that I wasn’t really mad at Adam.  I actually thought it was funny that he was jerking off at the sight of my wife’s naked tits.  I broke out laughing and Adam looked at me strangely. 
 
    “Well she does have nice hooters, I can hardly blame you for getting excited.” I sighed and wiped a tear of merriment from my eye.  “It’s that Carver guy that really bugs me.  He’s the one that put her up to this.” 
 
    “And pretty soon guys like that are going to start coming out of the woodwork once she posts those pics of herself in those compromising outfits onto her Tinder profile.” 
 
    “Oh jesus, I hadn’t thought of that,” I admitted. 
 
    “Well, maybe they are done now,” said Adam.  He pointed back at my house.  “Looks like they turned the lights out in the bedroom.”  For some reason that gave me a feeling of foreboding.  “But I mean, you need to sit Carrie down and have a talk with her.  She seems like she’s getting ready to start cheating on you with these new friends of hers.” 
 
    “My wife wouldn’t do that,” I told Adam, but my heart wasn’t in it.  I was worried about the same thing.  “She’s just, I don’t know, being playful or something.” 
 
    “Yeah, well sex is playful,” replied Adam. 
 
    “I better go talk to her and ask her to get rid of this Carver guy,” I said.  I headed inside with Adam on my heels.  But we didn’t find them in the living room. 
 
    “Wasn’t the light out in the bedroom?” he asked.  “Where are they now?” 
 
    My feeling of dread increased.  “Let me check.”  I headed down the hall to our bedroom.  I was about to enter, but I stopped myself and knocked instead.  “Carrie, are you two still in there?” I called. 
 
    There was a pause and then a thump and some cursing from the other side of the door.   
 
    “Hold on honey, don’t come in,” called my wife. 
 
    Adam and I exchanged a look.  I tried the handle but the door was locked. 
 
    “I said, don’t come in,” shrieked my wife again. 
 
    “The door is locked, I couldn’t come in if I wanted to!”  
 
    “Oh, right, well hold on a second.”  I heard rustling and giggling on the other side of the door. 
 
    “What are they doing in there?” asked Adam. 
 
    We saw light streaming from beneath the door crack suddenly and Carrie pulled open the door to confront us, she had a thin nightgown pulled around her.  She glared at Adam with fury.  “Get that pervert out of here!” she screamed pointing a painted talon at my buddy.  “I don’t want to see his face around my home ever again.” 
 
    Adam jumped back as though bitten.  “Carrie, I’m really sorry.  I didn’t mean to…” 
 
    “Get out,” commanded my wife and Adam went scurrying away. 
 
    “But what were you too doing in there with the light out?” I whined. 
 
    Carver came out, buttoning up his shirt and slipped past my wife.   
 
    “I better be going,” he said. 
 
    “Wait, we aren’t finished with the pictures.  I still have more outfits to try on,” begged my wife. 
 
    “We just keep gettin’ interrupted here,” he said. 
 
    “Maybe we could finish at your place,” suggested Carrie hopefully and my stomach roiled with jealousy at the suggestion. 
 
    Carver contemplated me with disapproval.  “Well yeah, we could get a lot more done without all these interruptions.” 
 
    “Get a lot more done?” I asked incredulously.  “Like what?  Get to second base with my wife?” 
 
    Carver put a hurt look on his face and touched his fingers to his chest as though deeply offended. 
 
    “Tommy, take that back!  How dare you suggest such a thing,” gasped my wife.  She was truly amazed that I would speak so and I felt my conviction shrivel.  “Apologize this instant.  Carver is doing me a favor by helping me improve my social prospects and you accuse him of such a thing.  That’s just terrible.” 
 
    I stood there speechless for a moment, but Carver interjected.  “Naw, naw, that’s fine Carrie.  I see how it is.  I don’t want to cause problems here.  I’ll go out and wait in the car.  If you want to come over to my place to finish up, then you come out in a few minutes once you got your things together.  Otherwise, just text me and I’ll beat it and I won’t pester you again.”  And Carver shook his head at me in dismay and left. 
 
    “See what you’ve done?  You’ve hurt his feelings,” said my wife.  She let her gown fall open as she rushed to pack up her lingerie and I saw that she was naked under there. 
 
    “Christ, Carrie, you are naked,” I cried. 
 
    “See, there you go again,” she said, pulling her gown closed again.  “Making vague accusations.  Of course I am naked under the gown.  No matter what I wear, I will be naked underneath it.” 
 
    “But you had the lights out in there,” I added weakly. 
 
    Carrie just kept throwing fishnet stockings and silk corsets into a bag.  “Well, um, I didn’t think Carver would peek while I changed in front of him, but I figured it was better to keep the lights off so he, uh, wouldn’t be tempted.” 
 
    It sounded like a reasonable explanation.  But I still felt anxious.  “But why is the bed so messed up?” I asked pointing at the disarray of the blankets. 
 
    “Are you really going to ask me all these loaded questions all night?” demanded my wife as she headed out the door.  “Things happen, I don’t recall how we messed up the sheets.” 
 
    “Wait, Carrie, you aren’t even dressed, you can’t leave like that,” I gasped as my wife prepared to leave wearing just her gown.  She paused on the doorstep, drunkenly clutching a Victoria’s Secret bag to her chest. 
 
    “I have clothes in here,” she insisted.  And then she was gone. 
 
    “Fuck!” I paced up and down for a while, not sure what to do.  I couldn’t even call Carrie to check on her because she hadn’t taken her phone with her.  And when I tried to unlock her phone to find Carver’s number, I discovered that she had changed her lock code and I couldn’t get in.  Very suspicious. 
 
    So I agonized for hours, wandering from room to room and sending emails back and forth with Adam.  I kept imagining that Carrie and Carver had gotten excited by the little drunken lingerie show. Then they had turned the lights off to partake in a bit of hanky panky on the bed together but I had interrupted their fun.  So now they were off at Carver’s place where he could fuck her properly without fear of being interrupted. 
 
    To my surprise, Adam thought I was being too paranoid and he was convinced that Carrie and Carver were probably just taking naughty pictures together but really wasn’t that bad enough?  He suspected that things would get really out of hand once Carrie started sharing those racy shots with her new Tinder prospects. 
 
    So we argued back and forth for a few hours until it was practically dawn and Carrie came back in the front door, wearing her gown along with black stockings and carrying her Victoria’s Secret bag.  Her eyes were bloodshot now and her makeup all smeared and she just sniffed at me dismissively as she headed for the bathroom to clean up.  When she tossed her gown aside, I saw that she had nothing on but stockings beneath it. 
 
    “Did you and Carver have fun?” I asked acidly.  The jealousy was burning me inside. 
 
    “If you are going to carry on with these ridiculous insinuations, I simply won’t talk to you.” Carrie turned on the shower and bent down to peel off her stockings.  “If you mean, did we get a little too drunk last night and act a bit rambunctious, then yes, we did.  Did we take pictures for my Tinder profile and have a bit of harmless fun?  Yes again.  If you want to accuse me of being unfaithful, why don’t you come out and do it?”  Carrie stared me down, but as usual, I couldn’t meet her fierce gaze.   Tired as she was, and in spite of her incriminating position, my wife was a wilful woman and I was no match for her.  So I backed down and let her shower in peace. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I have an idea,” said Adam’s last email.  He included a location tracking app for me to install on Carrie’s phone along with some complicated instructions.  I thought it over for a while, and I realized he was probably right.  Once those pictures made it onto Tinder, I was going to need to take more drastic actions in order to assure myself that my wife was remaining faithful. 
 
   
  
 

 Carrie’s Contrition 
 
    But to my surprise, Carrie was very contrite the following morning and readily agreed to install the location sharing app on the phone. 
 
    “Oh honey, I know I was terrible last night.  I just got too drunk and I got carried away.  Of course we can share our locations with each other. I have nothing to hide, darling.”  My wife gave me a kiss and bustled happily around the kitchen, preparing a late breakfast for us. 
 
    “Ok, well, that’s good, I was getting a little worried last night,” I admitted.  In the light of day, with the birds chirping outside and my wife’s sunny smile, I started to see all my fears as just paranoia and insecurity.  Of course my wife would never cheat on me.   She was a good, faithful woman. 
 
    “I know, I know, it really seems bawdy now that I am sobered up,” said Carrie, spooning me out some scrambled eggs.  “Running off half naked in the middle of the night to go take risque pictures at Carver’s place.  I should have realized how it must look.  But my Tinder profile really was an embarrassment.  I looked like a frumpy old housewife.  The photos Carver took look simply marvelous.  I’m not going to seem nearly so uptight anymore.” 
 
    “Ha, ha not with your bum hanging out, no,” I said, forcing a laugh. 
 
    “Oh don’t be silly, darling, of course I’m not going to post any of the REALLY racey pictures.”  
 
    I gulped some food down and pondered for a moment.  “But Carver got to see… quite a lot last night, didn’t he?”  I could feel my palms getting sweaty as I pictured her climbing into Carver’s car naked but for her flimsy nightgown. 
 
    Carrie gave me a conspiratorial grin.  “Maybe.  I might have flashed him a bit of skin here and there.  But I like Carver, he’s a perfect gentleman.  Not like that wretched Adam peeping on me like that.  You need to talk to him.” 
 
    “Did you just take off your nightgown and show Carver your body when you got to his apartment last night?” I croaked.  For some reason the idea was making my penis grow stiff in my pajamas. 
 
    “Oh you naughty boy, what an imagination you have.”  My wife smiled at me shrewdly.  “I would make a lot of gentleman friends if I did THAT sort of thing, wouldn’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, I suppose you would,” I sighed, and I returned to eating my breakfast.  “Can I see the pictures Carver took of you last night at least?” 
 
    “No, no, I don’t think so,” sniffed Carrie playfully.  “Those are just for my new Tinder friends.  Not for my husband to see.” 
 
    “You know I’ve asked you to wear lingerie for me many times in the past, dear.”  
 
    “Yes, well, I just never felt comfortable with that before.”  My wife cleared the plates away and avoided my gaze. 
 
    “But you felt comfortable with Carver for some reason.” 
 
    Carrie had a twinkle in her eye as she glanced over at me.  “Yes, I did.  He just seems more casual about the whole business.  It takes the pressure off, I suppose.” 
 
    “But why can’t I see the pictures you are sharing on Tinder?” I whined petulantly.  I knew this approach was too weak and that I should be more assertive but I really didn’t know how. 
 
    My wife just laughed and tweaked my nose.  “Because it’s fun for me to withhold some things from my husband.  I like the idea that I can have a few naughty little secrets with my new boyfriends that my husband isn’t privy to.” 
 
    “Boyfriends?”  
 
    “Oh, you know what I mean.  Guy friends, gentleman friends, if you don’t like me to say boyfriend.” Then the discussion was over because she got up and left. 
 
   
  
 

 Carrie Dates in Earnest 
 
    Over the next few weeks, it seemed that my wife had a date nearly every night, and she always seemed to pick these sort of big, imposing men to spend time with.  This sort of bothered me because of my diminutive stature.  Quite a few of these big jerks would crush my hand in their meaty paws when we shook hands.  Carrie started wearing more and more revealing outfits until she was practically dressed like a prostitute, tight little half-shirts with her belly showing, tiny skirts and thigh high stockings with heels.  A lot of the guys made crude jokes about how eager they were to have sex with my wife, but she always laughed them off and would get very offended if I ever suggested that anything untoward was going on during her “dates.” 
 
    Adam was spending a lot more time at the house to keep me company in the evenings while Carrie was out socializing.  Adam was there one night Carrie was going out on date with this guy Ted who I really took an aversion to right away.  He was a huge jock sort of guy who acted sullen when Carrie introduced me and ignored my offer to shake hands.   That evening wore such a short skirt that her ass cheeks were practically hanging out and Ted kept grabbing her butt and my wife kept slapping his hand away and giggling. 
 
    “Ted, stop it, you are going to give my husband the wrong idea,” laughed my wife as the big goon lifted the back of her skirt and fondled her rump.  But she clearly seemed to be enjoying in. 
 
    “Your ass is giving me some ideas, baby,” he grunted.  What a brute. 
 
    Carrie pushed him away and tugged her skirt back down primly.  “Now you play nice.  We are just going to go and have a couple of friendly drinks and talk, and get to know one another a little bit, understand?” 
 
    “Sure, yeah, whatever,” he said.  He seemed easily distracted and pulled out his phone and started swiping around on it. 
 
    “Ok, boys, we better be going.  Ted seems to be getting bored hanging around here,” said my wife, blowing me a kiss and then she and her big stupid friend were gone. 
 
    “Wow, that guy is a real jerk,” commented Adam.  “Are you really sure that Carrie isn’t, uh, you know, putting out for these guys?  She’s been going on a lot of dates and each night she seems to be wearing less and less.  Pretty soon she’s going to be wearing nothing but lingerie out to the club.” 
 
    I did feel worried and I rubbed my head as I thought it over.  But another part of me was really turned on by how slutty my wife has been dressing and I had to admit, I still had a boner from seeing her in those revealing clothes. “I don’t know Adam.  You know how she is.  She always insists that these dates are strictly platonic and that she just dresses this way because it’s easier to meet new people.  ‘Guys like to see a little skin,’ she says.” 
 
    “I like to see it too,” he admitted.  “But every guy who comes over seems to think he’s going to get lucky.  And some nights she really comes home late.” 
 
    I nodded my head glumly.  I had the same suspicions.  Adam and I repeated this same conversation night after night. 
 
    “It was really a sneaky move on her part to agree to the location sharing app,” sighed Adam.  “You know where she is, but she also can see where YOU are.  So she would know if you followed her to see what she was up to.” 
 
    I pulled out my phone and checked my wife’s location.  “Yeah, this doesn’t do me much good.  They are headed to that club down near the mall again.  It’s only five minutes away, but she would know if I headed over there to check up on her.”  
 
    Adam snapped his fingers.  “Hey, maybe I could get some drone footage!  That place has a patio, right?” 
 
    I shook my head nervously.  “Now let’s not be hasty.  Remember how mad she got last time you tried to spy on her with that thing.  I don’t want her banning you from the house.  Who will keep me company while she is out with her boyfriends?” 
 
    “See, even you are calling them her boyfriends now,” complained Adam.  “Look, I brought a rig with a telephoto lens tonight.  I can land it on the roof of a building nearby and she would never know.” 
 
    “But what if I see something I don’t want to see,” I worried.  “Do I really want to know if she is cheating on me?” 
 
    Adam seemed confused for a moment.  “You can’t just stick your head in the sand about it, buddy.” 
 
    I thought it over some more.  “If I did see her doing something improper with this guy, would I even have the guts to confront her over it?  She would be pretty pissed that we invaded her privacy again, and rightly so.” 
 
    “Well, you don’t necessarily have to reveal that we saw anything.” 
 
    Adam’s point seemed pretty reasonable, and I was dying with curiosity, so I agreed to his plan.  We went out into the back yard to launch his drone and then sat at the patio table watching his control console as he piloted the high-end device over our neighborhood.  I always enjoyed  the view of the houses and trees from above and his camera had excellent low light capabilities.  Adam found that he had a perfect view of the club patio and parking lot from the roof of the Macy’s next door and he actually captured Ted’s black Mercedes pulling into the lot. We watched the big man escorting my pretty little wife into the club.  He kept putting his hand on her rear, and she kept pushing him away and laughing. 
 
    “How does that dumb jock afford such a car?” I complained. 
 
    “I think he’s actually a professional sportsball guy of some kind,” replied Adam. He was googling Ted’s name on his laptop.  “Here, he is, Ted Samowski.  He’s a second string special teams player for the Raiders.” 
 
    “Wonderful.”  
 
    We watched the patio for a while and were able to see Ted and Carrie come out and take a table.  But it was pretty boring watching them drink without being able to hear what they were saying.  Ted kept staring at my wife’s boobs and she kept noticing and adjusting her top to reveal more and more cleavage.  I could tell she was infatuated with the guy by how much she laughed and how frequently she touched his arm.  Her foot was twirling madly under the table, which was a sure sign that she was stimulated.  It made me jealous to watch, but overall, nothing really inappropriate happened and I started to lose interest. 
 
    “You know what?  Dates are sort of boring aren’t they?” I asked. 
 
    “Well watch this, I can set a motion alarm on this part of the screen,” said Adam.  He drew a box around Ted’s car in the parking lot.  “If any pixels change here, I will get a notification and we can check back.” 
 
    So Adam and I headed back inside to drink wine coolers and watch Star Trek TNG reruns.  After about an hour, we were feeling pretty sauced up and and had almost forgotten about my wife’s date when Adam’s phone started buzzing.   
 
    “Something is happening,” he said. 
 
    We got up and hurried out to the patio so he could wake up his drone console. 
 
    Ted was walking my wife around to the passenger door of his car and they were both obviously tipsy and were weaving slightly as they walked.  Adam adjusted the zoom so that my wife and her friend took up the entire screen.  The big man seemed about to open the door for my wife but then he suddenly took her into his arms and embraced her. 
 
    “Oh boy, here we go,” chirped Adam, rubbing his hands together. 
 
    “Jesus, you seem eager to see this.” 
 
    “Aren’t you?” he replied. 
 
    I said nothing and just watched the screen as my wife tilted her head back to receive a kiss and the huge football player locked lips with my woman. 
 
    “Just a good night kiss, I guess,” I mumbled.  I was squirming awkwardly in my seat as my stomach roiled with jealousy while my penis grew hard with arousal at the sight of my wife kissing another man. 
 
    “Sure, yeah,” agreed Adam, reaching under the table to finger his crotch distractedly while he watched. 
 
    I kept expecting the kiss the break off but my wife wrapped her arms around Ted’s broad back and seemed to be clinging to him.  He crouched down slightly and was pushing his groin against my wife and she spread her legs to receive him as he pinned her against the car. 
 
    “He’s poking his boner against her,” babbled Adam. 
 
    “Not, not really,” I said, but the big man was obviously trying to dry hump my wife and she wasn’t resisting in the least.  Quite the opposite in fact, she seemed to be encouraging him. 
 
    Carrie tilted her head back farther and the beast started devouring her neck. 
 
    “Is he touching her boobs?” squawked Adam.  “I can’t see from this angle.” 
 
    “I’m, I’m sure he’s not,” I said.  My mouth was dry and I took another swing of my wine cooler as my cock throbbed painfully in my pants. I watched this brute molesting my willing wife in the parking lot of the local mall and I felt helpless and turned on at the same time. 
 
    “I’ve got to fly over to a better position,” said Adam, taking up his console. 
 
    “Don’t!  She will hear you!”  I grabbed Adam’s arm to stop him. 
 
    “She won’t hear anything in the state she’s in,” he snapped.  “She’s got her hands full right now.” 
 
    But we both stopped dead as we watched my wife withdraw her arms from the jock’s back.  We were viewing them from behind.  The big man’s body blocked what she was doing, but his belt suddenly went loose and the back of his pants started to sag.  We could see my wife’s elbow pumping in and out as she looked up at him intensely. 
 
    “She’s jerking him off!  She’s jerking his dick, Tommy!” cried Adam, pointing at the screen in amazement. 
 
    “You don’t know that.”  But I could feel the blood draining from my face and I felt faint. 
 
    “Look, look how his body is moving.  She’s giving him a hand job!”  Adam was squeezing the bulge in his pants furiously as he watched. 
 
    “No she’s not,” I objected weakly. 
 
    “Now she’s going down on him,” gasped Adam. 
 
    I could barely breathe as my wife squatted down before the big man and he put his hands on her head.  Her legs were crudely spread to either side of his and I really couldn’t imagine what she could possibly be doing aside from giving her lover a blowjob in the parking lot. 
 
    “I can’t watch this,” I moaned, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away either. 
 
    Ted seemed to be thrusting his pelvis into my wife’s face over and over again while she gripped his buttocks with both hands and pretty soon he gave a shudder and put both his hands on the roof of his car to steady himself. 
 
    “He just blew his wad right in your wife’s mouth!” 
 
    “Don’t talk like that.” 
 
    “How should I say it?  He ejaculated semen into your wife’s oral cavity after she fellated him?” 
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh, as sick as I felt. 
 
    “That was super hot, actually,” admitted Adam. 
 
    “I know you had to restrain yourself from pulling your dick out and jerking off like you did last time.”  
 
    “Of course, didn’t you?”  
 
    “What?  No! Of course not!” I stammered.  But in fact, my erection was still straining against my jeans and I had to adjust myself. 
 
    “Isn’t it exciting to see your wife with another man?”  
 
    “Stop it, Adam, that’s disgusting.” 
 
    “Maybe you are in denial about it.”  
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “This whole thing.  I mean, come on, everyone knows Tinder is for casual sex, not to meet new people like Carrie claims.  And she dresses like a slut every time she goes out.  She’s probably been banging every guy she’s been dating.” 
 
    “You don’t know that,” I sputtered.  “And besides, a blowjob isn’t the same as intercourse.”  I was trying to rationalize the whole thing.  “And we don’t even know that she really sucked his dick.  We couldn’t see that exactly.  It could have been something else, something harmless.” 
 
    Adam just looked at me and shook his head.  “That really seems unlikely, my friend.” 
 
    Just then we heard Ted’s car pull up into the driveway. 
 
    “Shit they are back already,” I said.  “Pack up this stuff.” 
 
    “Ok, I will just drive over and pick up the drone from the mall.  I think the battery is probably too drained to make it back here,” said Adam.  “Look, I’m sorry about all this, ok?  I will come over tomorrow and we can talk about it more.” 
 
    “Yeah, you should, Carrie has yet another date tomorrow.” 
 
    I went inside to greet my wife.  She came in with her hair a mess and her makeup smeared again, reeking of booze and in high spirits. 
 
    “Hello, darling, did you miss me?” she asked and she came to give me a kiss, but I turned my head and let her kiss my cheek. 
 
    “Sure, yeah,” I admitted.  “But you are home early.” 
 
    “Bah, that Ted was big, but he got tired out quickly and he had to go home.”  
 
    “You seem to like those bigger men, you’ve been dating a lot of them lately.”  
 
    “Well it’s not really ‘dating’ darling,” objected my wife, putting her bag on the dining room table.  Adam came in with his backpack and empty drone case.  “Goodnight, Adam, see anything interesting with your little toys tonight?  Peep in on any other topless women?” 
 
    Adam met my wife’s derisive gaze.  “Not exactly,” he told her and then he waved to me and left. 
 
    “You are lucky I forgave that little worm,” my wife told me.  “I am going to go wash up.” 
 
    “Wait, Carrie,” I said, taking my wife’s hand.  “I know you are sick of me asking this, but do you ever, you know, fool around with these guys during your dates?” 
 
    My wife was about to brush me off again but she must have noticed something different in my gaze and she sat down at the table.  “Ok, ok, sit with me, darling,” she said, motioning to the chair across from her.  I duly sat down.  “Now first of all, these aren’t really ‘dates,’ ok?  I’m just socializing darling, I wish you could come to terms with that.  And as for fooling around, well I don’t know what you are asking exactly.  Certainly when a man and woman spend time together over drinks there is a bit of innuendo and so forth.” 
 
    “Innuendo,” I repeated, meeting her gaze.  And for once, it was my wife that flinched and looked aside, examining a landscape she had hung years ago there in our dining room. 
 
    “You know, just the sort of harmless stuff that people say.  Maybe a bit of flirting.”  
 
    “Like when you got naked for Carver that one time.”  My pulse was racing and my penis was still hard somehow. 
 
    My wife pursed her lips.  “Now come on, are you still bringing that up?  I never got naked exactly.” 
 
    “Carrie,” I told her sternly. 
 
    She gave me a guilty glance and then examined her fingers.  “Men like looking at my body.  Is that my fault?  It’s a way for us to connect.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say to that.   
 
    Carrie reached over and took my hand.  “But it’s all strictly harmless play.  Seriously, honey.  Just some horsing around, maybe a bit of petting here and there.” 
 
    “Petting?” I asked, my throat was closing up.  I didn’t look at my wife, and she didn’t look at me. 
 
    “Just a tiny bit,” she said in a small voice. 
 
    “What, like a friendly blowjob here and there?”  
 
    Carrie blushed furiously when I said that.  “Oh Tommy, don’t say such things!” 
 
    “Ted enjoyed touching your bum right in front of me.  What did you let him touch when you two were alone?” 
 
    “We never were alone, honey,” said Carrie confidently.  “We never went back to his place for a night cap like I usually do with my male friends.” 
 
    “That’s true,” I said, growing more confident.  “You DO usually go back to your boyfriend’s places after the bar.  And you usually come home really really late.” 
 
    “Well, that’s when we have the most fun and get to spend the most quality time, one on one, getting to know one another,” my wife told me.  Her voice was husky with lust as she thought back to all those evenings over the past few weeks. 
 
    I felt my resolve crumbling.  “And you just sit together on the couch?  What?  Just talking?” 
 
    Carrie grimaced and avoided my gaze again.  “Sure.  We do talk.” 
 
    “What else?” I asked stiffly.  I could barely breath.  “Petting?  What does petting entail?” 
 
    “Oh you KNOW dear,” she assured me.  “Just a bit of casual affection.  Maybe a hug and a squeeze.” 
 
    “Maybe a kiss?” 
 
    “Suure,” she said slowly.  I could tell she didn’t like where this was going. 
 
    “And you keep all your clothes on the whole time?”  
 
    “Well, I mean, yes, you could say that.”   
 
    “That’s not very reassuring.”  
 
    “Honey, I don’t know what you want from me,” pleaded my wife.  She looked me in the eye, and I managed to hold her gaze.  We sat there looking at one another for a few minutes.  I could read her expression clearly.  She was begging me to just stop this questioning and let her go to bed and I was showing her my fears and jealousy I suppose. 
 
    “Are you sucking their dicks or not, Carrie?” I came out and demanded of my wife. 
 
    My wife squirmed in her seat and then sighed.  “Honey, you keep harping on this one point.  I mean would it really be the end of the world if I did?  I mean, my goodness, men have needs as you well know.” 
 
    “I can’t believe this,” I said, getting up from the table. 
 
    “Oh, honey, stop it, of course I wouldn’t do such things,” put in my wife hurriedly.  “You are just hounding me so, I wanted to poke you back a little bit.  I admitted that my boyfriends and I do fool around just a little bit after we’ve had a few.  I don’t think we should get into the details of the matter.  It’s personal after all.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s personal,” I agreed and I wandered back to the bedroom. 
 
    I undressed and got into bed and laid there thinking about Carrie sucking Ted’s cock in the parking lot and my penis pitched a tent under the covers.  Carrie was in the shower and I started touching myself.  I pictured her making out on the couches of one big jerky guy after another.  I pictured my wife wife letting these random guys touch her boobs and maybe grabbing their penises and I nearly came as I stroked myself.  But then Carrie appeared at the bedroom door and she was totally naked. 
 
    I looked at my wife’s pale white body in the dim light from the bathroom.  Her hard pink nipples made me excited as did the sight of her dark snatch.  She saw the tent I was pitching under the covers and didn’t say a word.  She just jerked the covers aside to reveal my hard erection pointing skyward and then she crawled toward me like an animal, grabbing the head of my cock in her mouth ferociously and sucking my penis hard.  I groaned with pleasure.  She rarely agreed to suck my dick.  She claimed it made her uncomfortable, but tonight she licked my balls and sucked so hard on my glans that I thought I would blast a load right down her throat as I toyed with her soft dangling knockers. 
 
    I managed to restrain myself and once I was good and hard, my wife turned and offered her ass for me to fuck her doggystyle.  I couldn’t believe it.  She only usually wanted to fuck with her on top.  She was usually a little dominant in bed like that, but tonight her swollen labia peeked out at me between her milky thighs as she presented herself to me.  I eagerly rose up and gripped her hips, sinking my hard rod into my wife’s hot wet cunt.  We both groaned with pleasure as I entered her and she reached back between her legs to touch her clitoris as I gripped her round hips, jabbing my hard dick into her with abandon. 
 
    We said nothing and I fucked her hard, almost angrily.  It was like a grudge fuck, as I thought about all the other men she was sharing her body with all these weeks.  I even pulled her hair and jerked her head back at one point and soon she was coming, her vagina tightening around my solid shaft as she climaxed.  And I kept ploughing her, picturing one guy after another owning my wife and then I emptied my cum inside her, firing load after load of my own semen into her womb.  It was good sex.  Maybe the best sex we ever had.  But still we said nothing, and just fell asleep, each on our own side of the bed as we generally did. 
 
   
  
 

 Don’t be Racist  
 
    The next day, Carrie and I both felt cheerful and we got along fine. Neither one mentioned the episode from the previous evening.  Everything went smoothly until that evening when Adam showed up after dinner as usual and Carrie went to get ready for her Tinder date.  But I was confused when she came out wearing just a short nightgown and fishnet stockings. 
 
    “Darling, aren’t you getting ready?” I asked. “Don’t you have a date tonight?” 
 
    “Oh yes, but I’m not going to bother dressing, we are just headed over to Harold’s place to drink.  We are staying in tonight,” said my wife casually, pouring herself a glass of wine. 
 
    “What Harold from down the street?” I asked incredulously.  He certainly fit the bill of big dumb guys.  “But I mean, you already know Harold.” 
 
    “Well I don’t really know him that well, dear,” explained my wife, drawing her gown around her self-consciously as Adam looked at her sexy legs in their fishnets.  We both swiped each other on Tinder, so I guess we are going on a date tonight.  Small world isn’t it?”  She seemed a little nervous. 
 
    “He’s that big black guy on the corner, right?” asked Adam. 
 
    “Don’t be racist, Adam,” said my wife with annoyance. 
 
    “Is it racist just to mention that he’s black?” complained Adam. “I mean he is black, right?” 
 
    “He’s a person of color, yes,” I agreed stiffly.  “But I don’t understand why you aren’t getting dressed, dear,” I asked my wife. 
 
    “I told you, we are just staying in, honey, I don’t need to get all dressed up for that.”  My wife seemed a little guilty but then she turned and pounced on Adam to save herself.  “And yes, Adam, it is racist to mention someone’s race for no reason.” 
 
    Just then the doorbell rang.  “Shh, he’s here, try to act civil, you worm,” she scolded Adam. 
 
    “He’s probably got a huge cock,” Adam muttered to me under his breath. 
 
    “I heard that, you pig,” called my wife from the hall.  A moment later she ushered in our neighbor Harold.  He really was just a shockingly rude fellow who always played his hip hop music extremely loudly, blasting bass throughout the neighborhood.  And he had frequent parties, with his friends spilling out into the street blocking traffic as they drank and shouted without any regard for the neighbors.  He stood over 6 feet tall and maybe two hundred and fifty pounds and was wearing basketball shorts and a Golden State Warriors top that said “Curry” on it.  His arms were huge and intimidating and my stomach fluttered at the idea of my wife dating a rough guy like him. 
 
    “Hey, Tommy,” said Harold as he came in.  He swung his arms a lot, taking up a huge amount of space as he moved. 
 
    “Harold,” I said. 
 
    “This is Tommy’s friend, Adam.  He’s the one with the drone,” said my wife, touching Harold’s massive bicep. 
 
    “What up, Adam,” said Harold.  Then he turned his attention to my wife.  “You got some of that lingerie on under there like you promised?” he asked.  He rubbed his lip as he eyed my wife’s legs. 
 
    Carrie gave me a worried look as she forced a laugh.  “Ha, ha, yes, Harold, just like on my Tinder profile.” 
 
    “Lemme see,” coaxed the big black man. 
 
    “Um, we can do that back at your place,” said my wife, trying to push Harold back down the hall. 
 
    “Come on, I wanna see now,” said Harold.  “I want your husband to see, so he knows what’s up.” 
 
    “I assure you, Tommy knows all about this,” said my wife, trying to placate the big ruffian. 
 
    “Well, then just show me.”  He tried to tug my wife’s gown open but she pushed his huge hands away.  Her tiny white hand against his giant black mitt really did look ridiculous. 
 
    “I don’t want that Adam to see,” explained my wife, giving Adam a dirty look. 
 
    “Just turn this way,” urged Harold, turning my wife’s shoulders so that her back faced us.  “Now open it up.” He gestured forcefully for my wife to open her gown and she obliged, looking over her shoulder at me with a wan smile as she exposed herself to our rude neighbor. “Oh HELL ya!” laughed Harold, clapping his hands together.  “Your titties are sticking right out!” 
 
    “Ha ha, yes, well that’s called a half-cup bustier,” said my wife, blushing madly as she closed up her gown again.  “It makes them look perkier.” 
 
    “Damn right, they juttin’ baby!”  
 
    “You’re not really wearing that,” I gasped.  The blood was draining out of my face, but it was draining down into my penis as I immediately popped a boner at my wife’s shameless behavior.  Her pretenses that this Tinder dating was just to make new friends was starting to unravel before my eyes. 
 
    “Honey, if I tuck them in carefully, I can make sure my nipples are covered.”  
 
    “What if you aren’t careful?” I demanded.  My stomach was clenching and my armpits were getting damp, but my cock just kept getting harder. 
 
    “Well then they are going to pop out, aren’t they?” said Adam, clearly delighted at the thought. 
 
    “Try not to be such a pervert, Adam, I know it’s difficult for you,” said my wife with an acidic tone. 
 
    “I thought he knew what was up?” Harold asked my wife, gesturing at me. 
 
    “My husband knows that we are going to your place just to have a few drinks and get to know each other a little better,” said my wife demurely. 
 
    “Oh, that’s right, baby, we going to get to know each other real well,” laughed Harold and he wrapped a long limb around my wife’s waist and drew her to him, crushing her against his side. 
 
    “I don’t like the way you phrased that,” I said to Harold. 
 
    “Oh Harold didn’t mean anything by that, I’m sure,” scoffed my wife.  She wrapped her arm around Harold’s back and looked up at him affectionately.   
 
    The black man licked his lips and looked down at my sexy little wife hungrily.  “Yeah, I’m just playin’, dawg.” 
 
    “Ok, then, let’s go, shall we?” my wife asked. 
 
    “But you can’t just walk down the street like that with your legs all exposed.  Everyone will see you,” I said.  I was feeling a little petulant about just how brazen my wife was getting with her Tinder dates. 
 
    “What’s the matter, you don’t want your wife to be seen hanging out with a black man?” asked Harold. 
 
    “Harold, she’s half-naked, people will talk,” I replied, gesturing to my wife’s legs in her fishnets. 
 
    “Nigga, they BEEN talkin’.  Let them bitches talk,” sniffed Harold with derision.  “They bitch about my music and my parties, fuck ‘em.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m not embarrassed to be seen spending some time with our neighbor, dear,” tutted my wife.  “It’s a perfectly normal thing to do.  Getting to know your neighbors.”  She was nodding at me and I just looked back at her skeptically.  She sighed and said.  “Anyway, I will see you two later, so long boys.”  
 
    “We out,” said Harold, and he made some sort of strange shape with his fingers and lead my wife down the hall.  I noticed that she had grown very accustomed to wearing high heels and moved confidently in them now. 
 
    “I’ve got to see this,” laughed Adam and he launched a drone from the changing pad on our patio.  He had taken to leaving some of his older drones at my house so that he didn’t need to lug them back and forth all the time.  He flew one up to the roof and landed it there so we could watch Harold escort my half-dressed wife down the street back to his home on the corner.   
 
    A few of our neighbors were still getting back from work and I shrank down in my seat with shame as Carrie turned heads with her provocative gown.  Harold was loving the attention and held his head up high.  He even waved at a few guys on the street and gestured lewdly at my wife’s exposed legs. 
 
    “He’s showboating, the fucker,” I said with annoyance. 
 
    “Ahh, getting jealous, are we?” asked Adam. 
 
    “Yes, Adam, I am.” 
 
    “I think that guy is really going to fuck your wife, Tommy.  Let me fly the drone over there onto his neighbor’s roof and see what we can see.” 
 
    “Ok,” I agreed.  I tried to hide my eagerness, but my erection persisted as I pictured my wife disrobing for this brute. 
 
    “This is a half-cup bustier for reference,” said Adam.  He pulled up some pictures on the internet.  “See, it only covers half the breast.  But like she said, if she’s careful, she can keep the nipples covered.” 
 
    “Stop it, Adam,” I said. 
 
    “I think that’s really hot, the way she told you that,” muttered Adam as he piloted his drone onto Harold’s neighbor’s roof.  He found an excellent location and we were able to use the drone’s cameras to  look right through Harold sliding patio doors into his living room.  We watched as Harold and my wife came in and sat down on the couch, drinks in hand.  Then Harold pulled out a bong. 
 
    “Wait, what’s that?” I asked in dismay. 
 
    “Something to smoke pot with, I think.”  
 
    “Oh my god, Carrie never smokes pot.” 
 
    “Of course not, she’s a suburban housewife,” laughed Adam. 
 
    I watched with trepidation as Harold showed my wife how to use the bong and then she doubled over coughing, expelling a huge cloud of smoke.  Harold just laughed and patted her on the back.  Then he got up and brought her a cup of water while my wife sat back on the couch in a daze, her eyes red and streaming with tears. 
 
    “The resolution is insane with this camera,” I told Adam.   
 
    “This isn’t even my best one,” he said proudly. 
 
    There was an angry knock on the door and I nearly jumped out of my skin.  I jumped up to see who it was, and Adam tagged along, nosey fellow that he is.  When I opened the door, I found David Eggers, my neighbor from across the street.  He seemed extremely upset. 
 
    “What gives, Tom?” he demanded of me without saying so much as ‘hello’ first. 
 
    “Hello, David,” I said. 
 
    “That crazy black guy is stinking up the neighborhood with his ganja and blasting his goddamn rap music, and I know I should be used to it by now, but everyone saw your wife going in there just 15 minutes ago, wearing practically nothing, dressed in just her slip and stockings, and smiling like it was just the most ordinary thing in the world.”  David was practically spitting with annoyance. 
 
    “Is there a question in there somewhere or a request?” I asked, taken aback. 
 
    “So you know that your wife went into that black’s house wearing practically nothing and that now they seem to be partying down together with pot and loud music?” he asked.  “And that seems like some sort of acceptable situation to you?  What’s gotten into you, man?” 
 
    “I don’t know what to tell you, David,” I said.  I could feel my face flushing with shame. 
 
    “They hooked up on Tinder,” put in Adam, unhelpfully. 
 
    “Tinder?” asked David, confused.  “Are you serious?  Wait, are you the asshole with the drone?  I want to have a word with you after this, the buzzing of those damn things is annoying the hell out of me.” 
 
    “You seem easily annoyed,” offered Adam with a shrug. 
 
    David smirked at  him and returned his attention to me.  “Tinder, Tom?  Is this for real?” 
 
    “I think it’s just a phase she has been going through.  It’s just to meet new people,” I said. 
 
    David pulled out his phone and swiped through it rapidly.  “Holy shit!  Did you see these pictures?”  
 
    “You are on Tinder, David?  Does Adrian know?”  I asked in shock. 
 
    “If you tell her, I will punch your face in,” he told me matter of factly.  It wasn’t a threat really, just a statement for my information.  He swiped again and his eyes widened.  Then he put his phone away. 
 
    “Did you just hook-up with Carrie?” laughed Adam. 
 
    “None of your business,” David snapped. 
 
    “Adam will know if you did,” I said, feeling annoyed.   “He comes over to keep me company while she goes off on dates, and he meets all the guys she is hanging out with.” 
 
    “She must have already swiped him already if they hooked up that fast,” Adam told me.  “She has pretty terrible taste in guys aside from you.” 
 
    “Fuck off, twerp,” said David.  He was still dressed for work and straightened his tie.  He seemed about to say more, but then closed his mouth and turned and walked away abruptly. 
 
    “You definitely don’t want Carrie putting out for an insufferable prick like that,” said Adam.  Then he recalled that we could watch Carrie’s current date easily and he ran back to the drone console.  “Here’s lets put this on the big screen, you have Apple TV hooked up to your flat screen?” 
 
    I nodded numbly and sat on the couch as Adam rapidly made the configuration changes needed and my wife and Harold suddenly appeared on the big screen in surprising high definition.  My wife still seemed dazed and was leaning back with a glassy expression on her face while Harold tugged insistently at her gown. 
 
    “She’s stoned, and he’s trying to undress her,” said Adam excitedly. 
 
    “I can see that, Adam,” I told him with annoyance. 
 
    Harold started nuzzling my wife’s neck and she seemed to be enjoying that and then he reached inside her gown to grab her boob and she pulled his hand away but was giggling.  We could see the entire scene clear as day.  Harold had no curtains on his big glass back patio doors. They started kissing then and my blood was boiling as I watched my wife cradling the back of Harold’s head while they made out, open mouthed.  
 
    “Wow they are really going at it, but she’s not letting him take her gown off her,” said Adam, his was fingering the bulge in his pants absently as he watched the big black man trying to seduce my wife.  “Holy shit, he’s putting her hand on his crotch and she’s squeezing his thing.  Look, look!” 
 
    I gasped at the sight, but I didn’t want to believe it.  “Maybe not, maybe not,” I said.  But then Adam grabbed the drone console and zoomed in even further and sure enough, my wife seemed to be gripping a growing bulge in Harold’s shorts while they made out furiously.  He kept tugging at her gown and finally, my wife acquiesced and stood up so she could take it off for him. 
 
    “She gonna show him her lingerie now!  She better be careful with that half cup!  Her nipples might come out to play,” squealed Adam with glee, adjusting the zoom expertly so we could watch. 
 
    “Jesus, Adam, is this what you do with your drones all the time, spy on people having sex?” I asked.  The minute I asked it, I realized it must be true.  Adam was just too adept at this whole business. 
 
    “No comment,” said Adam.  His mouth was hanging open as my wife hesitantly disrobed in front of Harold while he sat watching her from the couch.  Sure enough her nipples had popped out of the top of her half-cup bustier and she hurriedly tucked them back inside.  But her boobs were jiggling precariously and they were ready to come peeping out again at any moment.  She was wearing just the bustier, a pair of black lace panties and the fishnet thigh-high stockings.  She started to dance to a beat we couldn’t hear and twirled before Harold while he smiled and grabbed his crotch.  “Sorry, buddy, I know this is weird, but I am jerking off now,” gasped Adam, unzipping his pants and pulling out his boner so he could stroke it while he watched my wife shaking her ass for the lusty hooligan down the street. 
 
    “For chrissakes, Adam, show some class,” I complained.  But then Carrie’s nipples came poking out again and I felt the urge to unzip and jerk myself too. 
 
    “Just loosen up and enjoy the show,” he said, fapping away as my wife clumsily tried to tuck her nipples back in place.  “If your wife is going to cheat on you, you might as well get off on watching her do it.” 
 
    “She’s not cheating exactly,” I complained, but I knew where this was headed.  It looked like Carrie would be putting out for Harold pretty soon. 
 
    The big man patted his lap and my wife deposited herself onto his long thigh.  He wrapped an arm around her and started squeezing her fishnet clad thigh while they resumed smooching and I sighed and unzipped my own fly so that I could masturbate while I watched my wife getting owned by my black neighbor. 
 
    “There you go, this is pretty fucking hot, isn’t it?” laughed Adam excitedly. 
 
    “I feel half aroused and half sick with shame and jealousy.”  
 
    Harold reached up tentatively to touch the top of my wife’s exposed breast as they kissed, but this time, she didn’t pull his hand away.  I watched, mesmerized as the started squeezing her pale bosom with his black fingers. 
 
    “Oh man, he’s going after those titties,” said Adam. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.”  
 
    Carrie reached down between her legs and started squeezing squeezing the lump in Harold’s shorts.  Their open mouthed kissing growing more and more frenzied as they got more and more excited. 
 
    “She’s grabbing that big dick of his and he didn’t have to put her hand on it this time, she’s doing of her own accord,” laughed Adam with delight. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” I muttered, annoyed at how much he was enjoying watching my wife grab another man’s dick. 
 
    Harold pulled the front of my wife’s bustier down, completely exposing her breasts and she seemed to break the kiss and gasp in surprise but then she just gave him a smoldering look as she let him pinch and fondle her nipples. 
 
    “She’s just looking him right in the eye as he tweaks her nips.  She’s a real vixen,” commented Adam. 
 
    “Ugh,” was all I could say, as Harold bowed his head and started sucking on my wife’s tits, first one then the other, while she cradled her head in her arms gently.  It would have been a touching scene really if it weren’t my own wife cheating on me with our obnoxious neighbor. 
 
    After Harold had thoroughly licked and sucked my wife’s hard pink nipples to his heart’s content, he started trying to pull her panties off.  She resisted him at first but he just yanked them down while she struggled and laughed.  Once he had them off, he started fingering my wife’s bush and she reciprocated by yanking his own shorts down, releasing his huge black boner which came eagerly popping out of his shorts. 
 
    “Now we are getting somewhere,” panted Adam.  We were both shamelessly staring open mouthed at the television, jerking our dicks in unison as we watched my wife grab onto Harold’s meat and lower her head down so she could suck it.  He stopped trying to finger her and  put his hand on the top of her head while she bobbed up and down on his dick. 
 
    “Ok, that’s too much,” grunted Adam and he blew his wad, spurting cum all over our coffee table. 
 
    “For fuck’s sake, clean that up, you pig,” I sneered in disgust. 
 
    “Yeah, uh, sorry,” said my friend with chagrin as he went off to the kitchen.   “What she doing now?” he asked when he returned a moment later with  some paper towels and a sponge. 
 
    “Still sucking Harold’s penis.”  
 
    “She sure likes sucking dick, huh?” he asked me as he started wiping up the mess he made in our living room. 
 
    “Don’t rub it in, Adam,” I warned.  But I was jerking off madly as I watched my wife enthusiastically servicing his huge black cock. 
 
    Harold grew too agitated from all that cock sucking and he threw my wife bodily down on her back on the couch beside him and climbed on top her.  She laughed and struggled, kicking her legs, but the big man easily subdued my little white wife, pinning  her arms down above her head as he positioned himself between her stocking clad legs. 
 
    “Time for you to officially be cuckolded I guess,” said Adam. He was watching the screen eagerly. 
 
    My wife hips bucked up and down as the big black man slid his stiff cock into her.  Her head was thrashing back and forth in passion as he withdrew it again slowly and reintroduced into her again and again.  In and out, in and out, slowing building a cadence as she became accustomed to his large member until his ass was pistoning smoothly up and down as he fucked my wife hard on his couch. 
 
    “Man she will barely be able to feel your cock after that monster dick is done with her,” commented Adam. 
 
    “Jesus, shut up, will you?”  but I had to grab the paper towels to capture my own ejaculation as I climaxed at the thought.  My wife’s pussy was getting ruined by this beast and it made me cum for some reason. 
 
    I kept watching the screen while Carrie clearly climaxed, her whole body shuddering  as she came.  Once she was done, Harold allowed himself to release and we watched him grinding his pelvis against my wife as he dumped his seed inside her. 
 
    “Man, did you see the size of his balls?” asked Adam.  He’s probably pumping like a gallon of cum into your wife right now.” 
 
    “Can you cut the fucking play by play, Adam?  I just watched my wife get violated and break our marriage vows with a huge jerk from down the street.  It’s sort of upsetting.” 
 
    “And yet it made you cum too.” 
 
    “I know, that doesn’t make it any easier to deal with.  If anything it just makes me more confused that I got turned on watching that.” 
 
    “I don’t know what seems so confusing, it seems natural to me.” 
 
    “You are a pervert, it would seem natural to you,” I laughed. 
 
    “True,” he agreed.  Then he got a devilish look in his eye.  “You know what?  We should go over there.  We should walk right around into the back yard and wave at them as they lay there naked.” 
 
    “I think that Harold would just punch us both right in the face, and Carrie would find some excuse to get mad at me and claim I invaded their privacy.” 
 
    ‘Well what are you going to do about it?” asked Adam.  “David, that alpha prick neighbor of yours, wants to hook up with Carrie next.  Are you just going to let this happen?” 
 
    “I don’t know what to do, Adam.  What would you do?” 
 
    “I guess I would go over there and confront her,” he said. 
 
    “I don’t have the guts,” I admitted.  And it was true, I really was too afraid to go over to Harold’s to confront my wife. 
 
    We watched as he climbed off my wife and lead her off to the bathroom to clean up.  They were gone for a while and then Harold returned to the living room alone, his long black cock hanging down limply as he plopped down on the couch with satisfaction and took up his bong again to smoke some more. 
 
    “Jesus, turn this thing off, she’s coming home,” I gasped. 
 
    The front door opened and Adam just managed to get the drone feed off the TV before my wife walked into the room.  She was totally sweaty and bedraggled and I have no idea how she expected to convince me that she hadn’t just been having sex. 
 
    “Hello boys,” said my wife coming into the living room with an unsteady gait and plopping down into a chair across from us.  I realized that she was still totally drunk and stoned and she wasn’t holding her gown closed very well.  Her bush was peeking out a little. 
 
    “I can see your snatch,” Adam told my wife with a grin.  “Did you lose your panties?  Looks like you were having a pretty fun time over at Harold’s.” 
 
    “Fuck,” gasped my wife struggling with her gown and trying to get herself covered properly.  “You are a damn swine, Adam.” 
 
    “Seriously, though, where are your panties?” he asked my wife. 
 
    “None of your business.”  
 
    “Did you take your panties off for Harold?” I asked my wife earnestly. 
 
    “Honey, come on, don’t do this to me,” whined my wife.  “Harold got me stoned, I hardly know what’s going on.” 
 
    “I have never heard of anyone getting so stoned they lost track of their underwear,” said Adam. 
 
    “Look you, no one is asking your opinion, little man,” said my wife.  She leaned forward clumsily and her gown fell open again, revealing her bare breasts. She had never pulled her half-cups back into place. 
 
    “You better adjust your bustier, your nipples are showing,’ giggled Adam with glee. 
 
    But Carrie had had enough and she jumped up and kicked him right in the shin making him yelp with pain.  “Get out, you worm, out of my house!” she shouted.  She let her gown fall open entirely, letting him see her tits and her pussy, but he was in too much pain to appreciate the view and he beat a hasty retreat, limping out the door as he tried to nurse his damaged shin.  “I don’t want to see him around here any more!” she shouted. 
 
    “Well he’s my best friend and he keeps me company while you go off fucking other guys,” I told her bravely. 
 
    “I don’t, I don’t FUCK other guys,” said my wife.  She was blushing madly as she struggled to get her gown closed again. 
 
    “Your boobs are pulled out and you lost your panties somehow,” I pointed out.  “What do you expect me to think?” 
 
    “You’re just, look, I can explain,” said my wife.  But her mind was obviously too fuzzy from the booze and the weed to come up with a good excuse.  In fact, she seemed to forget that she was supposed to be explaining anything and she wandered into the kitchen.  “Do we have any chips?  I’ve got the munchies.” 
 
    I sat there placidly while Carrie ate her snack and then headed off to take a shower without bothering to even offer an explanation for her nudity.  She was too stoned, so I didn’t press the matter.  Any story she came up with would be full of holes.  I was more interested in what sort of lie she would concoct in the light of day once her mind had cleared. 
 
   
  
 

 The Big Reveal 
 
    The next day, I was in a wonderful mood. It was actually a relief to be able to stop worrying about whether my wife was cheating and just to have the confident knowledge that she had been banging every guy in town.  I found that the idea didn’t bother me as much as I had thought it would.  I also enjoyed the satisfaction of knowing something my wife didn’t know I knew. 
 
    Carrie on the other hand was in a miserable state the next morning.  Her eyes were swollen and she complained of a wicked hangover, so I offered to make the coffee and scramble our morning eggs. 
 
    “I’m never smoking pot with Harold again, that was just a terrible idea,” she moaned. 
 
    “I’m not going over there to retrieve your panties for you, you have to do that yourself,” I told her solemnly as I poured her coffee. 
 
    “Stop, Tommy, I’m in too much pain this morning to deal with this.” 
 
    “Well, Ok, if you insist, I will go over to Harold’s house and ask for my wife’s panties back.  What color were they?  You never let me see you in lingerie.” 
 
    Carrie just stuck her tongue out at me. 
 
    “Should I take a bag over to collect them in, or should I just carry them in my hands so the whole neighborhood can see me retrieving my wife’s drawer’s from Harold’s house?” 
 
    “Gah, why are you doing this to me?” cried my wife and she put her head down on the dining room table. 
 
    “Do you want to tell me what happened on your date with Harold yesterday?” 
 
    “You keep STUBBORNLY referring to them as dates...”  
 
    “You flashed your lingerie for this jerk right in front of me and then came home stoned with your panties missing and your tits hanging out, Carrie.” I tried hard to keep my voice even, but I was starting to get myself worked up.  “If it’s not a date, what the fuck should I call it?  A random hookup with the loudest, rudest guy in the neighborhood?” 
 
    “I actually think David Eggers is ruder,” said my wife, turning her head to face me, cheek still firmly pressed against the table. 
 
    “Oh yes, about that,” I said, feeling my anger swell.  “That arrogant prick came over here yesterday and Adam revealed that you are on Tinder.  If you think that guy is so rude, why was he able to swipe and connect with you on Tinder?  You must have swiped him right first.” 
 
    Carrie pulled a newspaper over her head.  “Rude guys sort of turn me on,” she said in a soft voice. 
 
    I felt my chest constrict when my wife admitted that.  I realized that I was pushing her too hard.  I needed her to lie to me.  Maybe I wasn’t able to handle the truth from her own mouth. 
 
    “Is that what you want to hear?” asked my wife.   She pulled the newspaper off of her head and laid her head on her arms as she looked at me. 
 
    “No, I don’t want to hear that,” I admitted shakily. 
 
    “Because I can talk about that if you want me to,” offered my wife.  “You seem really interested in what I do on my ‘dates’ as you call them.” 
 
    “I don’t want to pry,” I choked.  My chest was so tight. 
 
    “I swiped David precisely because he is such an utter prick.  I want to find out just why he thinks he’s such a big man.” 
 
    “Ok, ok,” I said. 
 
    “Do you want to hear more about my visit with Harold yesterday?”  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Are you sure?”  My wife tried to catch my eye, but I wouldn’t look at her. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I think you KNOW what happened between me and Harold.  You know what Tinder is for.  You aren’t a fool.” 
 
    “I have, I have my suspicions.”  
 
    “Right, well tonight, perhaps I should entertain David Eggers right here in our home?  What do you think of that?”  My wife lifted her head and gazed at me imperiously.  I quavered before her.  “We certainly can’t get to know each other better at his house.  Why Adrian would claw my eyes out.” 
 
    “Why would she do that?” I asked, afraid to hear the answer. 
 
    “Cause I want to suck David Eggers dick,” my wife told me spitefully.  “You like that?  I’m going to suck that smug bastards cock until I’m blue in the face.  Is that what you want to hear?” 
 
    I suddenly realized that I had been holding my breathe and I let out a sigh and then took a few deep breaths to steady myself. 
 
    Carrie put her head in her hands.  “I’m sorry, darling, I don’t know what’s gotten into me.”  
 
    “No, no, that’s fine.  You want to fuck David Eggers right here in the house.  I should stay and watch.  He would love that.  Lording it over me while he slaps his dick across my wife’s face right in front of me.” 
 
    “You are making me wet,” admitted Carrie. 
 
    “Sure, after you paraded half naked through the neighborhood with Harold so everyone could see that you intended to fuck him, what’s a little more humiliation for me?” I asked.  And then I laughed.  So help me god, I just broke out laughing.  Maybe I was going a little crazy. 
 
    “Next time I’m not even going to wear the gown, I’ll just walk along with him in the bustier and the stockings,” said Carrie with a gleam in her eye.  I could feel my dick getting hard as she said it.  “And my panties of course, once you retrieve them for me.  I don’t want to get arrested, after all.  You should go get them from his house for me.  Carry them back without a bag so everyone can see.” 
 
    “I swear to God I will,” I told my wife.  She just looked me right back in the eye. 
 
    “Good, do it.  And Eggers is going to love humiliating you tonight by using me in front of you and your friend.”  My wife reached over and felt my boner.  “I knew it.  You are so totally into this.  I should have let you come along to watch Harold fuck me yesterday.  I’m so sorry, honey.  I should have let you start watching so much sooner.  You have no idea what a filthy slut I’ve been over the past few weeks.” 
 
    “Well actually, I do.  Adam flew a drone over to the mall last week and we watched you go down on that football player.”  I was sort of afraid that Carrie would freak out on me, but luckily she just laughed. 
 
    “That guy had a tiny prick and came right away.  He didn’t even fuck me.” 
 
    “I remember.  You came home and let me fuck you that night.  It was really hot sex, too.” 
 
    “Oh, our sex is going to get so much hotter,” said my wife excitedly.  “And I’m so glad you are down for this.” 
 
    “Yeah, I jerked off watching drone footage of Harold fucking you last night too.” 
 
    “That Adam is a creepy little fucking peeping Tom,” said Carrie, shaking her head in disbelief.  “But yeah, Harold.  My god that big negro used me hard last night, baby.  I’m still sore.  He wasn’t nice about it either.  He called me a whore and a slut and made me dance for him.” 
 
    “He really looked like he pinned you down toward the end there.” 
 
    Carrie reached over and pulled my boner out of my pajamas.  “Yeah, he forced me.  I pretended to fight him, but he wasn’t having any of it,” she told me excitedly.  She was tugging my dick insistently under the table.  “He held me right down and told me I needed a real man.  But he was gentle with that big dick of his, he let me have it a few inches at a time so I didn’t get torn up.” 
 
    “Oh god, stop,” I begged, feeling myself on the edge of climax.   
 
    “It might be fun to have Harold and David take turns with me while you and Adam watch,” she giggled. “What a threesome that would be!” 
 
    I couldn’t take any more and I started spurting cum under the table.  My wife got down quickly and sucked the last few drops out of my dick, which was extremely satisfying. 
 
    “We just need to work out ahead of time just how much humiliation you can handle,” explained Carrie. 
 
    “Ok...”  
 
    “Like do you really think you can handle retrieving my panties from Harold’s place?  And carrying them in front of everyone?” 
 
    “Yeah, I think so,” I said.  I actually thought it would be funny.  “That doesn’t even seem humiliating really.  It would freak out the neighbors though.” 
 
    “You are weird,” my wife told me.  “Anyway, how should we handle Eggers?  He seems like a full on sociopath,  I probably don’t want to uncork his darkest desires. I might get physically injured.  But I would enjoy having him dick me real hard while he insults you and you watch helplessly.  I think you should pretend to be all amazed that this was happening to make him feel like he’s really violating our marital bonds.  His cock won’t get as hard if he thinks we are using him.  He wants to be the one doing the using.” 
 
    “You like getting cocks hard don’t you?” I asked her, still amazed that we were suddenly being so frank with each other about her infidelity. 
 
    “Of course,” she admitted.  “And I like pretending to get dominated when I’m really the one pulling the strings.” 
 
    I thought that over for a minute.  “And you call me weird.” 
 
    We laughed together for a while.  It was a strained laugh, slightly hysterical, on the verge of mania, but it felt good in the end.  Those things I dreaded, the fear of humiliation, the jealousy of my wife getting attention from other men, things I had hoped would never happen were happening to me now all at once.  And yet it seemed to be exactly what I needed all along. 
 
   
  
 

 Playing with Fire 
 
    That night, Adam came over as usual, but Carrie came out in just ordinary street clothes, a sweater and jeans. 
 
    “Ha, look at you, getting all modest.  What’s the matter, was Harold too much for you last night?” asked Adam when he saw my wife’s outfit. 
 
    My wife tilted her head to the side and smiled sweetly at him. “Go fuck yourself perv,” she told him brightly. 
 
    I didn’t tell Adam about my wife’s confessions.  I just poured the wine coolers. 
 
    The doorbell rang and I went to answer it as Carrie and I had arranged ahead of time.   
 
    “Where is Carrie?  We have a date,” said David when he saw me.  Rude as always, the fucker. 
 
    “You can’t be serious, David.” 
 
    “Didn’t she tell you?”  Eggers pushed past me into my own house.  “Carrie, I’m here.”  I closed the door and followed him into the dining room.  “What the fuck, Carrie, you’re dressed like a slob.  Where’s the lingerie?”  
 
    “David, please, my husband and his friend are here,” said my wife, feigning shock.  “I thought we would just get to know each over drinks here together.” 
 
    “Don’t pull this shit, everyone knows you fucked that black guy on the corner last night,” spat David with disdain. 
 
    “I did no such thing,” gasped my wife, looking at me slyly.  “Just because I dressed a little, uh, immodestly when I went to visit Harold yesterday doesn’t mean he and I had sex.” 
 
    “Everyone’s been talking about how Tom retrieved your panties from Harold’s place and carried them back here in his hands so everyone could see,” said David. He was loving this. 
 
    “I mean, that, that was just an unfortunate misunderstanding,” stammered my wife. 
 
    “You sure like to jump to conclusions, mister,” Adam told David. 
 
    “People like you don’t talk to people like me, you talk to someone who works for someone who works for me,” David explained to Adam impatiently. 
 
    “Can you draw me an org chart?” asked Adam snarkily, but David ignored him. 
 
    “Look, you go change out of this soccer mom outfit and put on something sexy.  You told me you were down for sex and would be wearing something hot when I got here.  These jeans of yours are far from hot.” 
 
    I realized that I better say something to make it appear that we hadn’t planned all this beforehand.  “Uh, Carrie, what the hell?  I mean that business with Harold was suspicious enough, but now what’s this about agreeing to fuck Eggers.  Have you lost your mind?” 
 
    Carrie shot Eggers a significant look.  “Tommy, I never said anything like that.  I’m sure David just misunderstood me.  I only use Tinder to get to know new people, or uh in this case, to get to know our neighbor a little better.” 
 
    “Are you trying to say that your husband still doesn’t know you are fucking other men?” asked Eggers incredulously. 
 
    “It seems clear to me,” said Adam. 
 
    “I mean, you don’t know, things aren’t always what they seem, Eggers,” I said, putting on a show of stammering as I pointed at the alpha prick in his teal suit. 
 
    “Don’t be an idiot,” he told me simply.  Then he turned to my wife. “Go put on that teddy you sent me pictures of today.  That one is hot.” 
 
    “Uh, sure, I guess so,  but maybe we should go into the bedroom so we can have some privacy,” said my wife, giving me a guilty look.  She was a good actress. 
 
    I almost missed my cue.  “What?!  You can’t be serious, Carrie,” I squawked.  “You can’t just, you know, after this guy come barging in here, you know, swinging his dick around.” 
 
    Eggers just looked at me with pity.  “You haven’t even begun to see me swing my dick around, Tommy, you pathetic fool.  Your wife is a slut for other men to use as they wish, and she is going to get right down on her knees and suck my dick, so help me god.” 
 
    “Those are tough words,” teased my wife. 
 
    “Take your clothes off, Carrie,” he told her.  I had to admit, he said it with a sort of quiet authority that I could never have mastered.  Even Carrie seemed impressed. 
 
    “We have to be discrete, we can’t just,” she looked at me helplessly.  “Let’s go in the bedroom and talk about this,” she begged Eggers. 
 
    “No, no, your poor husband has been in the dark too long, we need to show him who’s boss.  Trust me, it’s better this way, Carrie.” 
 
    “You are truly an unrivaled dick,” said Adam with admiration. 
 
    “I don’t like for Adam to see me naked.  He’s a terrible pervert,” said my wife bashfully. 
 
    “I’m afraid it can’t be helped,” said Eggers with a shrug. 
 
    “Oh god,” Carrie whimpered as she began to unzip her jeans.  My cock immediately got hard. 
 
    “Honey, what, what are you doing?  You aren’t going to actually, what? Strip for this raging asshole?” I demanded.  My voice didn’t crack as it should have, I’m not that good an actor.  But Eggers was watching me closely and he laughed at my apparent shock. 
 
    “Honey, it’s ok, I’ll just take off my jeans. You know, just to placate him,” said Carrie as she stripped off her pants and stood there in her sweater and plain cotton panties.  “Can you hold these for me dear?”  She handed me her pants. 
 
    “You do have fine legs, woman,” Eggers told her. 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” I complained as I took my wife’s pants and folded them. 
 
    “I know, but he really seems adamant, so let’s just play along,” my wife told me. 
 
    “Play along, play along?” I repeated stupidly. 
 
    “Come on, now the top, off with it,” said Eggers, waving his hand impatiently. 
 
    Carrie grimaced at me guiltily as she pulled her top off and handed me that as well. 
 
    “Sorry dear, but really, you know, he’s just a blowhard,” my wife said. 
 
    “And yet you keep stripping for him.”  
 
    “She obeys a real man,” explained Eggers.  “Now off with the bra, chop chop.” 
 
    “Do I have to do it in front of Adam?” begged my wife.  “Can’t you make Adam leave the room at least?” 
 
    Eggers looked at Adam and Adam gazed back at him defiantly.  “No, sorry, you are just going to have to show that angry nerd your boobs.  I didn’t bring enough staff to deal with the likes of him.” 
 
    “Lucky for me,” muttered Adam. 
 
    “Don’t you dare take your bra off, this is preposterous,” I told my wife. 
 
    But she took it right off and Adam whistled when he saw my wife’s bare breasts in person for the first time instead of on video. 
 
    “I say, those are nice,” said Eggers.  We all stared at my wife’s jiggling boobs for minute and she make a show of embarrassment. 
 
    “You guys are making me self conscious,” she said, covering her nipples with her hands. 
 
    “Uncover those nipples, take off your panties and come over here,” commanded Eggers as he pulled his cock from his pants.  It would have been pretty hilarious if Carrie had simply laughed in his face and we had thrown him out in the street at that point.  But my wife kept to the script and dutifully pulled her panties down so that she was completely nude before us and then walked over and presented her naked body to Eggers for inspection.  “Hmm, yes, I like these tits and this ass,”  he said as he gripped one of my wife’s tits in one and and her bare ass in the other, squeezing them brazenly while I watched in fascination.  “How do you like that, Tommy?” he asked me with a humorless smile.  “You like how your wife obeys me?  You like how I feel up her body?  What are you going to do?  Just sit there and watch like an idiot?” 
 
    “Is this freaking you out, dear?” asked my wife.  She smiled at me innocently while our dickish neighbor felt her up. 
 
    “Yes, make him stop,” I repeated woodenly.  I was sick with jealousy, but watching this was too exciting for me to put much effort into complaining. 
 
    “But look how HARD his penis is getting,” cooed my wife, gripping Eggers’ boner and stroking it.  “And look how BIG it is.” 
 
    “It’s not much bigger than mine really,” I stammered.  I was feeling a big defensive as I felt the bulge in my own pants. 
 
    “Get down on your knees,” commanded Eggers and my wife eagerly complied.  She put her hands and his hips and licked her lips as she stared right at his straining cock, just inches from her face.  The head was red and swollen and the shaft was gnarly with purple veins.  “This is the slapping you wanted to see, I believe?” Eggers asked me as he slapped his dick across my wife’s face back and forth while she giggled, nude before him.   Her beautiful ass was pointed at Adam and I enticingly as she submitted to Eggers. 
 
    “Can I suck it now, or do you want to humiliate my husband more?” my wife asked David. 
 
    My blood was running cold as I watched this play out.  “Why would you think I wanted to see this?” I asked Eggers, my stomach clenching tightly. 
 
    “Because she told me everything, you stupid shill,” he laughed.  “You really think I’m the one who is getting played here?”  He grabbed my wife by the hair roughly.  “Do you want me to fuck her mouth now?” 
 
    “Yes please,” begged my wife. 
 
    “This is fucked up, man,” said Adam as he watched. 
 
    “Do you want me to fuck your wife’s mouth now or not, Tom?  Answer me,” demanded Eggers. 
 
    Either way, I knew I was fucked.  So I tried the defiant route to see what would happen.  “No. Not like this.” 
 
    “Oh, you don’t like this?” he asked. His eyes were simply twinkling with malice. 
 
    “I like it,” offered my wife.  But then Eggers slapped her hard across the face making her cry out. 
 
    “What the hell?  That fucking hurt!” cried my wife.  “That’s not what we talked about, that’s too rough, no bruising to the face, asshole.”  My wife tried to rise but he forced her head down and stuck his hard cock into her mouth, nearly choking her with it. 
 
    My heart was pounding hard now.  The whole plan was out the window.  My poor wife was struggling and gagging and I jumped to my feet and hurried forward to help her, to intervene somehow.  But Eggers punched me right in the nose as I approached him.  I never saw it coming. One minute I was rushing to help my wife, the next I felt a sharp crack of pain and I was laying on my back in a daze.  I stared at the ceiling in confusion trying to figure out how I ended up on my back. Adam ran over to my side.   
 
    “Holy fuck man, are you OK? Jeez, that’s like assault, I should call the fucking cops.” 
 
    “Go ahead, little man, see what happens,” laughed Eggers. He was jerking my wife’s hair back and forth, still roughly fucking her face and she was choking and snorting, barely getting enough air. 
 
    “Stop that you brute, you are choking her,” I said, but the room was spinning and I couldn’t get to my feet.  Adam seemed frozen for some reason as he watched Eggers abusing my wife, and he didn’t pull out his phone as he had threatened. 
 
    Eggers pulled his cock from my wife’s mouth and she coughed.  “Fuck, David, did you actually punch my husband in the nose?  That’s not part of the plan. Are you ok, honey?”  
 
    I touched my numb face and my hand came away red with blood. 
 
    “Fuck David, he’s bleeding,” gasped my wife. 
 
    “He’s conscious, he can still watch,” said Eggers.  “Get your ass in the air, your are taking it doggystyle.”  And the psycho jerked my wife’s head down and pushed it right into the carpet. She shouted and struggled under him but he was able to get behind her and get his dick into her from behind and he started fucking my wife in spite of her efforts.  He forced her head down so that her cheek was pressed against the carpet and my wife looked me in the eye as this maniac basically raped her in front of me. 
 
    I watched in horror, utterly helpless, but my gut clenched in anguish as my wife’s expression changed from one of pain and fear to one of passion. 
 
    “Oh god, you fucker,” she whined. 
 
    “Yeah, I feel you getting wet,” he laughed. 
 
    “You hurt my husband and you hurt me.”  
 
    “That’s how you like it.”  
 
    “Oh no, honey, I’m so sorry, but I DO like it ,” whimpered my wife to me apologetically.  “Use me, David.” 
 
    “I will, bitch, don’t worry, I will,” he laughed, fucking her roughly, his hips slapping sharply against my wife’s lovely round butt with each brutal thrust. 
 
    I watched her shuddering in climax and my mind could barely process it. 
 
    “I don’t think I can cum yet.  I might need to punch the other guy.  I need more blood on my hands.”  He pulled his dick out of my wife and released her head. 
 
    “You are a sick fuck,” she spat. 
 
    “Ha, ha, watch me smash the nerd,” he said, he climbed to his feet and came at us, Adam was stricken with fear and tried to crawl away.  But somehow, just at that moment, my head cleared.  d I stood up calmly and kicked Eggers right in the gonads as he threatened us. 
 
    This time, he was the one that never saw it coming and he collapsed in a heap on the ground, howling in agony.  So I kicked him in the face, smashing his nose in return with the hard toe of my shoe. 
 
    “Oh you bastard,” he screamed.  He clutched at his face in pain. 
 
    “Adam, go get the scissors from the drawer, let’s give My. Eggers a nice haircut.”  I don’t know what had gotten into me, maybe I was losing my mind. 
 
    “Don’t you dare, I will sue,” cried Eggers, trying to climb to his feet.  
 
    But Adam proved remarkably swift.  I planted a foot into the small of David’s back to hold him down and Adam was upon him in a flash, cutting chunks out of his hair at random while Eggers tried to fend him off. 
 
    “You can leave now,” I told Eggers once Adam had reduced his fine business haircut to an insane patchwork with bald spots throughout.  “I wouldn’t have minded just a bit of humiliation, but you took it a little too far.” 
 
    “Sorry honey, I was afraid something like that might happen,” my wife sighed.  She was dabbing at her cheek in a hand mirror.    
 
    “You actually had an orgasm while he was raping you!” 
 
    “It wasn’t RAPE you asshole, she likes it rough,” spat Eggers in annoyance.  “We worked out a safe word ahead of time and everything.”  He was patting at his head and grimacing as he felt all the bald spots. 
 
    “But you weren’t supposed to punch my husband,” complained Carrie. 
 
    “He was coming after me, it was an instinct,” said Eggers.  He stopped rubbing his fucked up haircut and pulled out a handkerchief to sop up the blood streaming from his nose.  “You can quit peering at your mug, it’s not going to bruise, I know how to slap a bitch without leaving a mark.” 
 
    “I guess you are right,” sighed my wife putting the mirror down.  “It looks fine.  But it stings.” 
 
    “How do you think I feel?” he chuckled.  “I got my balls kicked in, my nose is crushed and I have a lovely haircut to boot.”  He looked up at me from where he lay on the floor.  “You really are a little nuts to think of that one, Tommy.  Remind me not to fuck with you again.  I’m going to have to get my head shaved to even this mess out. People at work are going to ride me pretty hard when they see that too.  All that and I didn’t even cum yet.” 
 
    “Want me to suck you off?” asked my wife eagerly. 
 
    “Carrie, are you fucking serious?” I asked, genuinely mortified now. 
 
    “Yeah, sorry, but he didn’t really do anything wrong.  You just overreacted when you went to attack him.” 
 
    “What?” I stammered. 
 
    “That’s right Tommy, you can fight me, but now you get to watch your woman suck me off,” laughed Eggers and his dick grew hard again as my naked wife obediently knelt beside him and started pulling on it. 
 
    “Carrie, stop that!  This guy is a psycho,” I babbled. 
 
    She looked up at me in exasperation with Eggers cock in her hand.  “Honey, look, David hasn’t cum yet and neither have you. Now pull our your penis and masturbate yourself while you watch me suck this.”  She had that look in her eye that told me I better not defy her and I hurriedly pulled out my erect cock. 
 
    “This is the craziest shit I’ve EVER seen,” admitted Adam who was unzipping to pleasure himself while he watched as well. 
 
    “Can’t you just leave?” my wife asked Adam in disgust as she continued jerking Eggers’ rapidly stiffening boner. 
 
    “No.”  Adam was tugging himself shamelessly as he watched my wife lower her head to suck off the guy I just exchanged blows with. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, look at her sucking it Tommy, you like that?” crowed Eggers triumphantly.  “She loves that dick of mine.” 
 
    My wife was making little humming sounds of pleasure as her head bobbed up and down on my rival’s hard penis.   I could also hear her slurping on his head and shaft as she licked and sucked him.  The sounds cut into me, but my own erection demanded attention, so I started servicing myself as I watched my wife betray me.  
 
    “How do you like that, Tommy?  Tell me,” laughed Eggers.  “She can’t get enough of my dick, look, she’s touching herself now.”  Sure enough my wife had reached down between her own legs to rub herself while she blew this raging asshole.  I looked at her gorgeous nude figure in remorse, her lovely body, Eggers’ property to use tonight. 
 
    Carrie came up for breath and looked at David lustfully as she continued to jerk his slick shaft.  “I do love your penis, David.  It’s so big and hard.  I love how you humiliate my husband by violating me in front of his friends.  It makes me hot.”  David laughed with satisfaction. 
 
    “She’s a dirty girl,” grinned Adam as he fapped away. 
 
    “Oh god,” I grunted and I started spurting cum on the floor when I heard my wife being so nasty. 
 
    “Ha ha, look at him, he loves it when other guys take control of his woman,” said David as my wife urgently resumed sucking him. 
 
    “It’s because she always dominates him,” commented Adam. 
 
    “Shut up Adam.” I sighed as I held my limp spent cock in my hand. 
 
    “Oops,” said my wife pulling her mouth off of Egger’s dick. “Look, honey, he’s cumming,” she urged me excitedly.  A spurt of jizz erupted from the red swollen head of David’s cock and splatted against my wife’s cheek. 
 
    “Get on top, you slut, I’m putting the rest inside your womb,” commanded Eggers.  My wife struggled awkwardly to straddle his dick, one more spurt getting wasted as it flew up and hit her belly before she could lower her wet vagina down onto Eggers exploding cock. 
 
    “That’s it baby, shoot it right inside,” she told him.  I watched sadly as he gripped my wife’s soft buttocks and emptied the remainder of his load inside her. 
 
    “This is how I impregnate your woman,” he said smugly.  I knew she was on the pill, but still it was embarrassing to see her so eager to receive his seed inside her. 
 
    “Yeah, tell him, David, show him who’s boss,” she cooed absently as she shuddered with her second climax of the evening. 
 
    “That’s just, ugh,” I said, feeling sick to my stomach.   
 
    “Sorry, was that a little too intense, honey?” my wife asked me with chagrin.  But she didn’t bother climbing off of Eggers’ dick.  She just looked at me with concern.  Her cheeks bright and eyes shining from so many orgasms.  “We will dial it back a little next time.  I just didn’t want to leave you with some weak sense of fake humiliation.  I wanted to make it more real.  But the problem is that you can’t really predict what a sociopath like David will actually do. I really didn’t mean for him to punch you like that.   I like how you fucked him up though.  I think you’ve got a bit of a psycho streak yourself.   I’ve never seen that side of you in all these years.  That’s hot.  We should explore that.” 
 
    “I’m all for dialing the violence back next time,” agreed Egger’s slapping my wife’s rump affectionately as she remained perched on top of his cock. 
 
    “Next time?” I gasped.  “There isn’t going to be a next time.” 
 
    “Sure there will honey,” said Carrie.  She wriggled back and forth on top of Eggers. 
 
    “Carrie, can you get off him please,” I begged.  “I don’t want to have this conversation with that psycho’s cock lodged deep inside you.” 
 
    “Why not? I think it makes it hotter,” said my wife.  “I can still feel him in there and I’m holding his cum inside me longer this way.  Maybe I will get pregnant, who knows?”  My innards twisted with humiliation even though I knew that my wife was on birth control.  She was really putting me through an emotional wringer. 
 
    “This is so hot,” babbled Adam, still jerking his meager prick.  “Can I come over there and shoot my wad on you?” he asked my wife. 
 
    “What? Ew, gross, no, get out of here,” cried Carrie.  She pointed at the door and but Adam rebelled and ran over to her anyway and let some cum dribble into my wife’s hair.  She tried to punch him in the balls in retaliation, but he turned and she only hit his thigh. 
 
    “Adam, for chrissake,” I scolded. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said.  But he sounded more satisfied than sorry. 
 
    “I don’t actually think this was humiliating enough for Tommy boy,” continued David, ignoring Adam’s indiscretion.  “Next time we should do this in front of more of Tommy’s friends.” 
 
    “Oh yes, I agree,” said my wife.  She clapped her hands with glee over the idea.  “We’ll have a little party and invite all Tommy’s friends and then after a few drinks, you, Harold and I can have a threesome in front of everyone.” 
 
    “Hmm, I don’t know.  I don’t want to get upstaged  by that big nigger,” muttered David. 
 
    “Watch your mouth,” gasped my wife.  She made a face that looked deeply offended, but she only slapped David’s chest playfully.  “Don’t be racist.” 
 
    “We can’t, we can’t do that,” I croaked.  The idea made me queasy. 
 
    “Honey, you get off on humiliation.  Now that we know that, we should just carry it out to its logical conclusion.  I can still feel David’s penis inside me by the way.”  My wife gave me a little smirk and I just got up and left the room.  From the other room I could hear Adam squawk as my wife finally chased him out.   I needed to find a tissue to clean myself up and I needed to think things over.  My brain hurt from the punches I received that night, punches both physical and emotional. 
 
   
  
 

 How Low can You Go? 
 
    I went out to take a walk and clear my head.  I was gone for a couple of hours and when I got back, David was gone. and my wife was sitting at the dining room table waiting for me.  She was wearing her nightgown and was drinking a cup of tea, her hair still damp from the shower. 
 
    “Ok, well, how did you like watching David use me tonight?” She seemed quietly pleased with herself. 
 
    “It was rough.”  
 
    “I know, he shouldn’t have punched you like that.”  My wife paused, as though pondering if she should say more.  “But it sort of made me hot when he did.” 
 
    “Carrie!  How could you say that?” 
 
    She took my hand and looked me in the eyes.  “Honey, I’m sorry.  But it was like this primal show of dominance.  I mean you are a good man, a loyal man.  But sometimes women want a bad boy.  And David is a very, very bad boy.” 
 
    “Well, I showed him a thing or two,” I said spitefully. 
 
    “You sure did,” purred my wife.  She wriggled in her seat.  “I liked that.  I didn’t know you had it in you.  To be honest, I didn’t think you were man enough to stand up to David.” 
 
    “Jeez, you think I’m some kind of pushover?” 
 
    “Come on, Tommy, we both know who wears the pants in this family.  And it’s me,” sighed my wife.  “I don’t mind being the dominant one.  I love you, after all, but it gets a little boring in the bedroom after a while.” 
 
    “So you need a prick like David to push your face into the carpet while he forces himself into you?”  
 
    “Stop it, you are going to make me hot again.” 
 
    “That’s why you’ve been dating all this big meatheads, these brutes,” I said. 
 
    “They are men, Tommy,” explained my wife.  “They aren’t polite about it, they just take what they want.  They make me submit to them and serve them.”  My wife reached down between her legs and I saw that she was naked under her gown as she started touching herself.  “Did you see how David made me get on top of him so he could cum inside?  That was pure dominance.  You just sat there like a little bitch and watched him spurt his semen inside me.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Carrie,” I said. My penis was getting hard.   
 
    “You loved it, you love being outclassed by a real man,” she teased.  The more she provoked me the harder I got. 
 
    “I’ll show you who’s a real man,” I said.  I jumped up and Carrie shrieked with laughter and tried to run.  But I managed to catch her in the hallway and I pulled her to the ground. 
 
    “My pussy is only for real men from now on,” she giggled, struggling to get away from me.  “Men like Harold or David.” 
 
    “I’ll show you who’s a man!”  My wife was face down and I was on her back.  I unzipped my fly and lifted up the back of her gown to expose her bare ass. 
 
    “You are just a worm,” she laughed.  “Don’t you realize I’ve been fucking David behind your back for years?” 
 
    My blood ran cold.  I grabbed my wife by the neck.  “You fucking bitch.”  But she just gasped for air and coughed out a laugh.  I pushed my hard cock down between her thighs.  It was a tight fit because she was squeezing her legs together, trying to deny me entry.  But I was too hard for her and the head of my cock pushed right between her sweet thighs and found purchase in her wet twat.  And she was very, very wet.  I jammed myself into her forcefully and she gasped. 
 
    “Oh you think you’re tough.  You aren’t half the man David is.” She was still gasping for air as I choked her while I fucked her from behind.  I just gritted my teeth and grudge fucked my wife hard on the hallway floor.  She came first, her cunt tightening around my shaft.  “I love sucking his dick, it’s bigger than yours,” she said, and I came inside her, exploding over and over.  I don’t think I ever came so much in my life.  “Wow I can feel that,” she moaned.  “That’s a lot of cum.  Your manliness is coming out.  I guess I just needed to challenge you a little.” 
 
    I climbed off of her and went back to the living room.  She followed me at a distance.  I fell onto the couch and put my head in my hands. 
 
    “How long have you been fucking David?” I asked her.  This was rough on me.  I was taking it hard. 
 
    “Since right after he and Adrian moved it,” admitted my wife in a small voice.  “He jumped my bones that night of the housewarming party.” 
 
    “For chrissake, Carrie!” I cried miserably. 
 
    My wife stood before me, her gown hanging open to reveal her amazing nude torso.  “He was just so aggressive.  He made me submit to his will.  He took ownership of me in a way that you never did, frankly.”  I gave her a sullen look.  “I mean sexually.  He’s obviously just a dick.  I could never marry a man like that. He’s a heartless manipulator.  But he pushes my buttons sexually.” 
 
    “Ok, I’ve heard enough.” 
 
    “Well, you haven’t.  You need this humiliation.  It’s making a man out of you.  I already sent out an email to a bunch of your friends from work, inviting them over here on Friday.  I’m going to fuck Harold and David in front of them.  It’s going to be really scandalous.”  She gave me a wicked smile.  “I wouldn’t try punching Harold if I were you.  I’m afraid he might really hurt you.” 
 
    “You can’t do this to me, Carrie,” I whined. 
 
    “Pish posh, listen to you, crying like a baby,” she said with a laugh.  “Why you jerked yourself silly watching David own me tonight and now you just fucked me harder than you ever have in your life.  I’ve had three orgasms tonight, and you’ve had two yourself.  This has been simply wonderful for our sex life.” 
 
    “But you could really hurt my reputation at work.” 
 
    “Well, if you get fired, maybe David could give you a position at his firm.”  My wife’s eyes lit with fiendish glee. 
 
    “Oh, you would like that, wouldn’t you?”  
 
    “He could dominate your wife sexually and dominate YOU at work, it would be lovely.”  
 
    This teasing was too much for me.  I chased her down the hall to the bedroom and tackled her on the bed and then gave her a really sound spanking while she cackled with laughter and struggled with me.  She was really a handful and she scratched me up pretty well.  Afterward we had yet more grudge sex.  It was pretty amazing actually.  In my shame, jealousy, and humiliation, I felt more alive and aroused than I ever had. 
 
    The next day, Carrie and I were both feeling subdued and quiet.  We took a walk around the block after breakfast and we bumped into David Eggers. 
 
    “I’m not sure about this party idea,” said David, taking us aside and speaking quietly.  He looked back up at his house to make sure his wife wasn’t around. 
 
    “I know you have been sleeping with Carrie for years, she told me all about it,” I blurted to David. 
 
    Eggers looked at me quizzically and then looked at my wife.  Carrie just grimaced in embarrassment.  “What nonsense are you talking, idiot?” he asked me.  “I never slept with your wife before last night.  You watched the first penetration yourself.  What have you been telling him, Carrie?” 
 
    “I just thought it would spice up our love life,” admitted my wife with a shrug. 
 
    “Jesus, Carrie!” I exclaimed. 
 
    “I lie to you a lot, honey, try not to think about it too much,” she said, patting me on the arm. 
 
    “Whatever, I don’t like this party idea because word might get around.  Adrian must not find about about this little.... Arrangement we have,” continued Eggers. 
 
    “He’s worried about Adrian finding out because she would divorce him in a heartbeat,” my wife told me.  “And all the money and influence comes from her side of the family.  David would be ruined if she left him.” 
 
    “I will fucking strangle you,” he told my wife calmly. 
 
    “As long as your dick is inside me while you do it, I wouldn’t mind that,” laughed my wife a bit too loudly. 
 
    Eggers shushed her.  “She might hear you.” 
 
    “I could just tell her everything right now,” warned my wife .  “You are coming to the party and you will perform as needed.”  
 
    “You bitch,” whispered Eggers. 
 
    “Come on, honey, let’s go.  Don’t worry, David will attend the party.  He can’t afford not to.” And my wife led me away.  I was feeling very odd.  On the one hand, I enjoyed watching her blackmail Eggers, on the other, she was only blackmailing him in order to utterly humiliate me by fucking him in front of all my friends.  So it was a bittersweet sensation. 
 
   
  
 

 Upping the Ante 
 
    The strange thing about the party was that it was all men.  Of course our parties generally break up into two groups by gender with the men in one room and the women in the other, so no one really noticed.  But it made me more nervous.  Part of me suspected that Carrie was just testing me.  I doubted she had the guts to fuck Harold and David in front of all my friends.  But the fact that she didn’t invite any women would make it easier for her.  She would probably be more embarrassed to act out in front of other women for fear of the gossip it would cause. 
 
    The guest list did include all my closest friends from work, including my boss and several coworkers.  Harold didn’t really have much in common with the group, but he had a boisterous sense of humor and a group of guys formed around him wherever he was.  David was somewhat aloof and spent most of his time talking to my boss who was closer to David’s class.  His freshly shaved head somehow suited his abrasive personality and it didn’t actually look that bad on him.  I was feeling sick with the anticipation of my wife publicly humiliating me, and I sat sullenly with Adam in the corner. 
 
    “She won’t go through with it,” Adam assured me, sipping his wine cooler.  “She’s just trying to fuck with your head, like she’s been doing all along.  She lied about having that affair with Eggers didn’t she?” 
 
    We watching my wife flitting about the room serving drinks and snacks to our guests in her party dress with black tights and heels.  It was just a simple black dress that showed a bit of cleavage and went halfway down her thigh.  She looked pretty but not too slutty.   
 
    “I don’t know Adam, she has this hard side of her that’s coming out lately.  I’ve always known she was a high spirited woman.  But she seems to be intent on humiliating me in more and more intense ways.  She’s convinced that it’s what I need to be truly sexually fulfilled.”  I felt nauseous and fearful, but also filled with a sick yearning.  I could barely touch my drink because of the butterflies in my stomach. 
 
    “Well it’s true I guess.  You certainly couldn’t ask her to cheat on you.  And it is pretty hot and exciting to watch her fucking these other guys.  That rough stuff with David the other day was one of the most intense experiences of my life.”  I nodded along in agreement, so Adam continued.  “But still, isn’t she concerned about her reputation?  Word will get around if she fucks around in front of some many guys.” 
 
    “She flounced through the neighborhood in her lingerie by Harold’s side so everyone could see,” I said.  “The neighbors have already been giving me weird looks lately.”  I paused.  “Look at her now, she’s getting pretty friendly with Harold over there.” 
 
    Carrie had put Harold’s arm around her as he stood talking to a group of my coworkers and the laughter was getting more and more intense.  Everyone was pretty drunk by this point and a few of my pals looked over nervously at where Adam and I were sitting in the corner.  At one point my friend Simon broke away from the group and approached us. 
 
    “Ah, Tommy, good to see you, fun party,” said Simon.  He was another nerdy guy and he adjusted his glasses awkwardly.  He seemed to have something troubling him. 
 
    “Good to see you too, Simon,” I replied.  “Is there something wrong.” 
 
    “Well, your wife is um, maybe a little drunk,” he said.  “She and Harold are making some rather, err, bawdy comments.  Maybe you should come over and cool her down a little.” 
 
    Adam and I exchanged a glance.  He looked chagrined.  “What are they doing, Simon?” asked Adam. 
 
    Simon seemed uncomfortable.  “Well, Tommy should just come over I think.  They will probably settle down when he is there.” 
 
    “Don’t count on it,” muttered Adam. 
 
    “He’s kind of touching her, in sort of inappropriate ways and they are making innuendo.  I wouldn’t want to repeat it, franky.  I just wanted to warn you, as a friend, you understand.  I’m sure she’s just had a bit too much to drink.”  Simon seemed really adamant that I come and try to reign Carrie in. 
 
    I sighed, and Adam and I followed Simon back to the group. 
 
    “Look who’s here.  It’s Tommy!” announced Simon with stilted good humor. 
 
    The circle widened to allow Adam and I to join and several of my friends gave me guilty looks.  Most of them wouldn’t make eye contact with me. 
 
    “Oh, hello, darling,” said my wife brightly.  “We were just talking about what sexual positions we enjoy.  I was just telling the boys how I like it.  From behind, doggystyle.  And rough.” 
 
    The group broke out into laughter and I got some apprehensive looks from my pals. 
 
    “Yeah she does,” cackled Harold, slapping my wife’s rump.  “Bitch is wild.” 
 
    “Oh, I like that, do it again,” cooed my wife, putting her hand over her mouth and looking around at my friends.  She bent over and offered her butt to Harold to spank again and he obliged her with a few quick smacks in succession. 
 
    “You are making me wet,” giggled Carrie.  She gave me a fiendish wink. 
 
    A hoot went up from my drunken coworkers and everyone was looking at me to see my reaction. 
 
    I felt my face growing hot as I stood there, frozen, unsure of what to say.  Really the best thing to do would be to just turn and walk away, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. 
 
    Harold stared at me defiantly as he rubbed my wife’s bum.  “Your wife got some booty on her, nigga,” he told me.  He was squeezing my wife’s ass cheeks aggressively while she wiggled her rear back and forth for him and watched my reaction.  The drunken guys around me were catcalling, but my more sober friends were shifting uncomfortably and giving me anxious glances. 
 
    I just smiled tightly, my gut clenched like fist and my face burning with shame.  Also, I could feel my cock expanding as the black man fondled my wife’s rump in front of everyone. 
 
    My friend Simon seemed utterly shocked by this turn of events.  “Hey, now, that’s not really, very proper, mister.  Touching another man’s wife like that,” objected my poor dorky friend.  He wagged a finger at Harold in admonishment. 
 
    The drunks in the crowd tittered with amusement at Simon’s limp wristed intervention.  For her part, Carrie stood upright and wrapped Harold’s arm back around her shoulder.  “Oh Simon, that’s really sweet of you, but I like it.  When I said he was making me wet, I meant my vagina.  You know what that means, don’t you, Simon?  When a woman’s vagina gets wet?”  She was speaking in a perfectly innocent tone of voice and even Harold was amazed, slapping his free hand to his head and guffawing with excited laughter. 
 
    “I mean, yes, of course, but, but,” stammered Simon.  Then his eyes widened in shock as Carrie took Harold’s hand which was draped around her shoulder and casually stuck it down the front of her dress so he could grab her boob.  The crowd erupted in more jittery laughter as my friends watched the big black man feeling up my wife’s chest. 
 
    “Do you see what he’s doing, Tommy?” my wife asked me sweetly as Harold massaged her tit in front of everyone.  I didn’t respond, so she persisted.  “Do you, look, do you see?”  The crowd was nearly hyperventilating, half the guys were laughing and pointing at me the other half avoided my gaze. 
 
    “I see, I see,” I croaked.  “That’s not really appropriate.”  That seemed like a weak response, but I didn’t know what to do.  My cheeks felt like a bright spotlight was on them and my armpits were growing damp from the stress, but my cock was fully erect as I saw my wife’s nipple harden under Harold’s fingering. 
 
    “Well you know, Harold likes fucking me,” she told me lightly.  The crowd was nearly gagging now, the excitement was reaching a feverish pitch.  Simon looked at me aghast.  “It makes his penis harder when I let him feel my boobs.” 
 
    “Bitch you so crazy,” laughed Harold.  “You like rubbing your hubby’s nose in that shit, huh?  You want to make my dick real fucking hard?  Go put on that outfit you wore for me the other day.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve got one better than that,” said my wife.  She  withdrew Harold’s hand from down the front of her dress and ran off.  When she was gone, there was an awkward moment of suspense as the crowd watched my reaction. 
 
    “No hard feelings, nigga,” Harold told me, holding out a fist for a fist bump. 
 
    “How can there be no hard feelings?” squawked Simon indignantly.  “You are really acting like a terrible brute.” 
 
    “I’m not talking to you, bitch,” said Harold, looking down at Simon with derision. 
 
    “Just bump his fist, and get on with it,” whispered Adam.  So I did, I put a crooked smile on my face and reached out and bumped fists with the big black man in front of all my friends. 
 
    “Sure, nigga, that’s right.  A pimp share his hoes,” laughed Harold. 
 
    My friend Maxwell who was a very classy and light skinned black man spoke up.  He was one of the guys who wasn’t laughing and was looking at me with sympathy.  “I don’t really like this use of the N-word in front of all these white people, my brother,” he told Harold. 
 
    Harold just waved him off.  “Nah, nah, playa, relax yourself.  This dawg letting me work out his wife with all that booty.   He my nigga.  That’s good pussy, playa, and he don’t keep it to himself neither.  He may be white, but he my nigga.”  Harold looked at me approvingly and I smiled wanly in return. 
 
    Maxwell frowned at Harold, his fine features marred by his disgust.  The other guys were whispering amongst themselves and looking at me, trying to figure out what was going on. 
 
    Simon turned to me and blurted.  “What’s this guy talking about, Tommy?  Is he sleeping with your wife?” 
 
    “Well, I mean, not exactly,” I said.  “It’s complicated.” 
 
    Simon was about to press me for more details when Carrie returned and a collective shout went up from the crowd when they saw her outfit.  She was wearing a chemise, sort of a short, transparent nightgown that barely went past her crotch, along with some black thigh-high stockings with a filigree pattern.  The top of the chemise had a push up bra to make my wife’s tits jut out with the half-cups Carrie favored, barely covering her nipples.  She adjusted her top self-consciously, pushing her nipples down so they wouldn’t pop out while her generous cleavage jiggled.  Her white milky breasts were practically spilling out.   
 
    Simon’s eyes bulged out of his head as he ogled my wife and several of the guys in the group started gripping their crotches unconsciously. 
 
    “Don’t worry,  if she’s careful, she can keep the nipples covered,” Adam told me sarcastically. 
 
    “Do you boys like this?” asked my wife coquettishly.  “Does it make my boobs look too big?” 
 
    “No such thing,” gasped Simon, suddenly smitten with my wife and forgetting his indignation.  The group exploded with a raucous shout of merriment at Simon’s change of tone. 
 
    Just then, my boss Edward pushed his way into the circle with David by his side.  “Ok, ok, what’s all the commotion about over here, you men?” he asked.  Then he stopped and stared dumbstruck at my wife.  “Good god, Carrie, what are you wearing?” 
 
    My wife lifted the hem of her nightgown and curtseyed cutely for my boss, and I swore I caught a glimpse of her pubic hair.  She wasn’t wearing any panties!  “I just wanted to change into something more comfortable, Ed.  Don’t you like it?”   
 
    My boss blubbered for a moment, his face beet red as he looked my wife up and down, from her sexy legs encased in their patterned stockings to her dark bush, which I realized was barely visible through her sheer chemise, to her big tits, bulging dangerously and threatening to escape from  her half-cups.  His eyes roved over my wife hungrily and he was at a loss for words. 
 
    “You look like a filthy slut that needs to get fucked,” said David sardonically. 
 
    The guys all laughed at that, but Edward turned to David in shock.  “Eggers!  That’s no way to talk to another man’s wife.  What’s gotten into you, man?” 
 
    “Oh, he’s just telling the truth, Ed,” giggled my wife.  “I am a filthy slut and I do need to get fucked. Really hard.” 
 
    Edward stared at my wife in disbelief. 
 
    “Show him your pussy,”  demanded David brusquely. 
 
    The crowd was silent now as my wife gave Ed a little smile and raised the hem of her gown, exposing her bush. 
 
    “Carrie, you are drunk, dear,” choked Edward, pulling at his collar.  He looked over at me with dismay.  “Tommy, take your wife to the bedroom, she’s had too much to drink.  She’s not herself.” 
 
    “Nah, nah, this is how she is,” said Harold.  He came up behind my wife and reached between her legs so he could finger her exposed twat and the group gasped with surprise.  Carrie leaned her head back against Harold’s chest and moaned with pleasure. 
 
    “She’s a SEX POT!” shouted Simon excitedly, and everyone broke out laughing.  He was gripping the bulge in his pants urgently as he watched the black man’s fingers penetrating my wife’s snatch.  She was writhing with pleasure now and her boobs started to emerge from her insufficient top.  Her hard pink nipples popped into view, eliciting a growl of arousal from the horny men all around. 
 
    “Come and touch touch my boob, Simon,” begged my wife.  She gave my nerdy pal a smoldering look and his eyes widened in shock. 
 
    “Can I, Tommy?  Can I touch them, just for a second?” he asked me incredulously.   
 
    My cock was hard as a rock in my pants and my head was reeling from the excitement.  I just stared at Harold’s fingers as they emerged from my wife’s snatch, wet and shiny from her juices. 
 
    “The lady made a request, you little twerp. Are you going to reject her offer?” spat David.  “Go feel her boobs.  Be a man for once.”  Eggers was enjoying this.  He would get to humiliate me, fulfill his promise by dominating my wife, and perhaps avoid any direct involvement that would incriminate him with his own wife if word got around. 
 
    Simon went forward hesitantly. 
 
    “Don’t be afraid, they won’t bite you,” panted my wife as she wriggled under Harold’s insistent fingering.  She cupped her hands under her soft bosoms, offering them to Simon, and my poor lovestruck pal took my wife’s tits into his hands, shuddering from the thrill of it. 
 
    “She is a dirty girl,” commented Ed, shaking his head in disbelief.   
 
    “Take the chemise off her, Simon.  Let’s get a better look at that body of hers,” commanded Eggers and the guys all murmured agreement.  The crowd was tightening in around my wife, closer and closer as Carrie raised her arms so he could remove her gown. 
 
    “Is this ok, honey?” she asked me.  “Is this freaking you out too much for me to be naked in front of all your friends, getting fingered and felt up while they watch?  Is this embarrassing?” 
 
    Only Maxwell looked at me with compassion at this point, the rest of my supposed friends were just laughing at my humiliation and some came forward to touch my wife’s naked body in their drunken arousal.  Soon my wife was mobbed by four or five guys all grabbing brutishly at her breasts and ass and pussy as she struggled with them, wearing nothing but her pretty thigh-high stockings. 
 
    “Honey, help, help, they are molesting me, it’s too much now,” called my wife in a false voice.  Harold had his pants down now and was bending my wife over so he could fuck her from behind.  His massive prick was sticking straight out as he prepared to spear it between my wife’s swollen labia while other guys groped my wife’s boobs and thighs hungrily. 
 
    “Good show, huh?” David asked Edward, sipping his scotch as he watched my wife being molested by the gang. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to help her, Tommy?” said my boss accusingly.  I had actually been about to unzip my fly to jerk off while I watched, but my boss shamed me into making some token show of indignation. 
 
    “Come on, guys, come on, you are hurting her,” I said, trying to push my way into the crowd.  But they all ignored me.  I watched as Harold began plunging his huge black erection into my woman from behind.  She called out and whimpered as the thick phallus penetrated her.  I grabbed his arm to try and stop him, but he flicked his arm back with such force that I was flung onto my back on the floor and cracked my head sharply.  Carrie didn’t notice since she was being assaulted from all sides by the lust frenzied gang.  She was making animalistic noises, whimpers of pleasure and pain as Harold fucked her roughly and she gave grunts of displeasure as some stranger pinched a nipple too hard or stuck an unwelcome cock in her face. 
 
    “Gentlemen!  Cease this madness!”  bellowed Edward in a deep voice.  “This is not how my people conduct themselves!” 
 
    Even David gave a start at Ed’s authoritative command.  The guys assaulting my wife backed away, shamefaced.  When the crowd cleared, we could see my wife bent over with Harold behind her humping her with his big black dick while was Simon in front of her, gripping my wife’s ears and sliding his own dick in and out of her mouth.  Neither one of them bothered to heed Ed’s assertion of dominance. 
 
    “Simon!’ I called.  “What are you doing?”  My head was fuzzy from the crack on the floor. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Tommy, I couldn’t help myself.  Your wife is a dirty whore,” he grunted as Carrie slurped enthusiastically on his surprisingly large dick. 
 
    “I like it when you call me a whore, that’s hot,” she told Simon.  She looked up at him submissively, her body jolting with each thrust of the big black man who continued to relentlessly fuck her from behind. 
 
    “Awww, shiiit,” cried Harold suddenly and he gripped my wife’s soft white hips fiercely as he emptied his load inside my wife. 
 
    “Oh Harold,” she cooed. “You are so manly.”  That stung my ego a little.  She looked at me sadly.  “I’m sorry, honey, but Harold is just better at fucking than you are.  He’s like an animal.  You understand, don’t you?  And he cums a LOT more than you do.  I mean, he fills me up with semen.”   
 
    My wife continued jerking Simon’s huge prick distractedly as she talked to me.  Suddenly he gave a moan and started spurting a stream of hot jizz into my wife’s ear.  She gasped and turned to face Simon’s exploding cock and received another shot right in the eye.  It took her a moment to wrestle his big dong into her mouth so she could swallow the remainder of his ejaculation.  It seemed to go on for a long time.  The other guys shifted uncomfortably as they watched me suffer this indignity. 
 
    “Jesus, Simon,” panted my wife, gasping for breath after a few minutes.  “You cum more than Harold.” 
 
    ‘The fuck he does,” rejoined Harold as he cleaned my wife’s cream from his dong using the edge of a decorate wool throw tossed over the back of our couch. 
 
    “Harold, don’t wipe your spooge on that,” I complained. “That’s expensive.” 
 
    My wife ignored the fact Harold was soiling her good throw and held up Simon’s huge nutsack for inspection.  “I’m telling you, Harold.  Simon’s balls are bigger than yours.  Amazing.  And he’s such a little pipsqueak.” 
 
    “Hey!” he complained. 
 
    “Well you are, you act like a little bitch half the time,” sighed my wife, dropping Simon’s balls from her grip.  Then she stood up and rubbed her side.  She had several bruises from where my friends had gotten too rough with her.  She looked at Edward.  “Oh, Edward, you are my savior.  I don’t know what would have happened to me if you hadn’t intervened.  I would have gotten gang raped!” 
 
    “Yes, well, I’m terribly sorry about that,” said Edward stiffly as my wife approached him, strutting toward him in the nude.  Her boobs were swinging and her lovely snatch was framed nicely by her dark thigh-highs,  
 
    “My husband just wasn’t man enough to save me,” she sniffed.  “I’m sorry, honey, but it’s true,” she told me.  Then she turned to Eggers.  “And this one could have saved me but is too much of a sadist to raise a finger to help.” 
 
    “I would have brought in some homeless guys from the street to help molest you if there were any around,” laughed David.  “And you would love it too, you fucking tramp.” 
 
    “You should cover yourself, dear, you aren’t decent,” choked Edward.  My boss’ gaze ran up and down my wife’s wonderful exposed torso. 
 
    “I will, but give me a hug first, won’t you, Edward?” begged my wife.  “You are my hero.” 
 
    The group of guys growled with anticipation, watching my wife’s sweet bare ass as she pressed her naked body up against our boss. 
 
    “Erm, this isn’t really proper,” grunted Edward holding his arms out to the side as my wife embraced him, pressing her bare boobs against his chest. 
 
    “Can’t you just give me a little hug?  You saved me.  I want to show you some appreciation,” purred my wife.  David helpfully took the scotch from Ed’s hand so he could tentatively wrap his arms around my lusty wife.  Ed patted her smooth back awkwardly. 
 
    “Ooh, I have a crick in my back from how brutally that hooligan Harold was humping me. Can you rub it?” begged my wife. 
 
    “Where, here?” asked Edward with a worried voice as he probed the small of my wife’s back tentatively. 
 
    “No, a little lower,” she coaxed. 
 
    “Here?” he asked, his voice growing tight.  He moved his hand down slightly, just above my wife’s round rump.  My breath was growing shallow as I watched and I surreptitiously unzipped my fly so I could start jerking myself while I watched my wife seduce my boss.  Other guys were jerking off too, including Adam. 
 
    “No, here,” she said, reaching behind her to grab Edward’s hands and place them firmly on her buttocks. 
 
    “Squeeze them,” she begged him as she threw her arms around his neck. 
 
    “I shouldn’t,” he croaked. But I watched in fascination, jerking my meat, as my boss started squeezing and kneading my wife’s firm round ass cheeks.  He was hesitant at first but soon got into the swing of things, working her butt with enthusiasm. 
 
    “Mmm, that’s it.  Tommy,” she called.  “I feel Edward getting hard.”  Carrie was gripping the bulge in Edward’s trousers, making him groan with pleasure. 
 
    “Um, ok,” I stammered, burning with shame as everyone looked at me jerking off while I watched Ed and my wife feeling each other up. 
 
    “What should I do, dear?” she asked me plaintively.  She unzipped his fly and pulled his cock out.  His public hair was grey  but his dick looked like it was pretty functional still.  It stood bravely at attention while my naked little wife tugged on it earnestly.  “He saved me, while you just lay there like an impotent worm,” my wife told me.  Her tone was kind in contrast to her sharp words.  “He’s a real man, and I need to reward him.” 
 
    “Really, that’s not, ugh,” grunted Edward as my wife lowered herself to her knees before him and started sucking his scrotum. 
 
    “That’s a good submissive, bitch,” David said approvingly.  “Don’t you think, Edward?” 
 
    My boss just stared incomprehensibly at Eggers while my wife moved up, licking his shaft lustily as we all looked on.  One guy in accounting who was jerking off started cumming as my wife put the head of Ed’s cock into her mouth and started sucking hard on it.   I was almost ready to cum myself.  Poor Ed was moaning helplessly, looking down into my wife’s big doe eyes as she gazed up adoringly at him with his cock lodged deep in her mouth and her cheeks sucked in. 
 
    “Fuck me, Edward.  Take your prize.  Fuck me now,” begged my wife.  She released Ed’s dick and lay back right there on the floor, spreading her stockinged legs wife and parting her pussy lips with her fingers.  Her arms had corralled her big boobs, making them jut upward instead of laying flat.  They formed two impressive mounds on her chest.  It was an amazing sight and I almost came at the sight of them. 
 
    “I uh,” said my normally dignified boss.  He looked down at my wife’s luscious body before him and hesitated for a moment, dick in hand. 
 
    Carrie pinched her nipples to encourage him and begged “Please?” 
 
    “Don’t be a pansy, Ed.  Take your reward,” coaxed David.  He was drinking Ed’s scotch as he looked on. 
 
    My boss gave me a pained glance and was surprised to see me jerking off as I watched the situation playing out.  He shrugged then and climbed on top of my waiting wife.  She sighed with satisfaction as he entered her and that was all I could take.  I blew my wad there on the floor as my boss started pumping diligently away, fucking my wife. 
 
    Carried was rubbing herself and reached climax quickly, which was good, because Ed came soon after. 
 
    “Ahh, my knee, I can’t get up,” cried Edward after dumping his seed inside my wife.  “It’s that bad knee of mine.  I need a hand, gents.” 
 
    A few guys came forward to  help and I did too, zipping my fly up quicking and climbing to my feet to lend a hand.   
 
    Once we lifted Edward off my supine wife, he turned to me with chagrin.  “Terribly sorry about that, old chap.  I got caught up in the heat of the moment.  I hope you understand.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m afraid I do,” I told him sadly. 
 
    The party broke up at that point, people mumbling nervous apologies as they filed out until only Adam, David, my wife and I remained. 
 
    Carrie didn’t bother getting up, but just lay luxuriously on the carpet, two men’s cum was oozing out of her crotch as she rolled back and forth, stretching and yawning with contentment.  He face was covered with Simon’s jizz to boot.  She was shameless slut. 
 
    “Well that went rather well,” said David.  He insolently lit a cigar and started puffing as he sat in my favorite chair. 
 
    “Put that out, we don’t allow smoking here,” I complained, but he just gave me the finger. 
 
    “I don’t know, I didn’t really feel that Tommy was quite humiliated properly,” said my wife.  She tapped her chin thoughtfully as she lay naked before us. 
 
    “It won’t hit all at once, imagine how he’s going to feel walking into work on Monday,” said Adam.  He smiled at me.  He actually thought this was funny.  But my gut clenched at the thought of having to face all my friends at work after they saw my wife disgrace me like that. 
 
    “I feel sick,” I admitted and I went to the bathroom to wash up.  I briefly considered quitting my job, just giving notice and never going back.  I felt that my life was ruined in some way, and yet, it felt like a relief in some sense.  Maybe my life had been too oppressive and I needed for my wife to destroy everything.  Who knows? 
 
    When I came back out, I found David fucking my wife doggystyle on the floor while Adam fapped away watching. 
 
    “Does the depravity never end around here?” I asked. 
 
    “I only came once,” panted Carrie as David pushed her head down hard while he owned her. He still had the cigar in his mouth, the fucker.  Carrie came again quickly. 
 
    When he was done. He pulled out and Adam piped up.  “Hey, can I have a try?” he begged. 
 
    “Not on your life, you worm,” spat my wife as she lay there exhausted, her ass still in the air. 
 
    “That’s too haughty, I think you need a lesson in humility,” laughed David.  He put his foot on the back of my wife’s neck, holding her down.  “Go ahead Adam, have your go.  Sloppy fourths at this point, I’m afraid.” 
 
    “David, NO, don’t you dare!  I won’t have that pervert’s disgusting little cock in me!”  Carrie struggled, but the sadistic Eggers held her down as Adam eagerly knelt behind my wife. 
 
    “Is this ok?” he asked me, his little erection poised at the entrance to my wife’s twat as she squirmed and tried to get away from David’s firm grip. 
 
    “Yes of course,” I sighed.  I was in no mood to try to save my wife after the denigration she put me through. 
 
    “Tommy, how could you?” she yelped in frustration. 
 
    “Because you are a heartless whore,” I told her tiredly.  Eggers had to kneel beside her to pin her shoulders to the ground while Adam gleefully had his was with my wife from behind.  She cried with frustration, cursing them the whole time.  I almost felt bad for her for a moment, when I saw actual tears coming to her eyes, but then I saw her shuddering with a strong climax and she was whimpering with pleasure.  Adam finished up, cumming inside her and then pulling out hurriedly and backing away while my wife lay there, utterly spent. 
 
    “You came hard that last time,” I remarked.  Adam zipped up and left in a rush while David sauntered out casually.  Neither one said goodbye. 
 
    Carrie covered her face with her hands in shame.  “It’s that rape fantasy.  I probably could have used the safe word and David would have released me.  But I didn’t.  I guess I like being taken against my will and defiled by a little scum like Adam.” 
 
    “What if David had ignored your safe word?” I asked.  I was genuinely curious at this point.  I was too numb to even be jealous or angry. 
 
    Carrie uncovered her face.  Her cheeks were stained with tears and her hair was a tangled mess.  “That’s another reason I didn’t say it.  I like to think I maintain some possible control with him.  But if I say the safe word and he ignores it, then I’ll really be scared.  The illusion of safety would be totally shattered.” 
 
    “Ha, you would probably cum twice as hard if that happened,” I said, getting up to go to bed. 
 
    “Maybe.  Maybe,” she admitted thoughtfully. 
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 The Aftermath 
 
    Things were never really the same with my wife after that.  A lot of times I would come home from work and she wouldn’t be home.  Our location sharing app would show that she was over at Harold’s house getting fucked by all of Harold’s homies, or out with Carver, blowing him in the parking lot of some strip mall chain restaurant.  Sometimes she would brazenly hang out naked with Harold and his friends on his front porch so all the neighbors could see.   That was mortifying of course.  And the whole business with her coming to my workplace and loudly fucking my boss in his office was awkward of course.  But I actually ended up getting a raise from that part of the deal. 
 
    David’s dominance escalated and he would occasionally come and literally tie Carrie up so that Adam or other undesirables could have their way with her.  That was fun to jerk off to. I especially enjoyed watched her get porked by an old homeless drunk that David picked up by the side of the freeway.  Though there was that concern that he might have had some STDs, so David wouldn’t touch her himself until she tested clean.  She remained pretty high-handed with me in spite of these indignities though.  And I have to say that, overall, our love life is much better as a result.  She fucks whoever she wants, and whenever I get too accustomed to her infidelities, she always finds a new and more outrageous transgression to keep me properly stimulated.  Life is good, in a pit drenching, gut wrenching sort of way.  I have fallen quite low with little illusion of status, and it’s sort of a relief.  As I said, sometimes the thing your dread is the thing you needed all along. 
 
    THE END 
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